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^^j' T H E editor's

PREFACE
TV fR.FRANCIS QUARLES' Emblems firft printed
^^^ about the Year 1630, have been long efteemed,

and much admired by the fober, virtuous and pious in

every Denomination. There is not -a fmgle Circum-

ftancein human Life to which fome Part of them does

not alhide ; the Explanations of the Figures are in eafy

agreeable Verfe ; to each of them is added a (iriking

Qi^iotation from one of the Fathers of the Church, and

the Whole is briefly fummed up in a general Inference^

The School of the Heart isalfo an excellent

Performance ; for it unfolds all the Springs of Action

in the human Mind, and points out what are the Prin-

ciples upon which the Generality of Mankind act; a

Subje^ that can never be too much attended to.

This excellent Work has been long out of Print,

which occafioned its being fold at an exorbitant Price;

to the great lofs of many worthy Peijfons who would
have been glad to purchafe it. With refpcfl to the

prefent Edition, it exceeds all that ever went before

;

the Cuts are engraved at a vaft Expence, all the Latin
Mottos are tranllated, fo that it will be found one of the

rnoil agreeable Works that can be offered to the Public;

efpecially to the rifing Generation. Here they will

meet with no di(lra£fing Controverfy ; no Doubts con-
cerningReligion ; but Entertainmientand Improvement
,go Hand in Hand together.

^ It is hoped that this Edition will meet with that

<- reception which the merit and utility of fuch an origi-

^nal work demands; and which is not only calculated

[O
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to convey the moft important leffons of in{lru6lion
into youthful minds, but to convey them in the moft
pleafant and entertaining manner; by hieroglyphics,

or figurative figns and fymbols of divine, facred, and
Aipernatural things : by which mode of communica-
ting knowledge, the fancy is charmed, the invention
is exercifed, the mind inform.ed, and the heart im-

. proved.

The peculiar excellency of this Piece, (a falr^and

elegant copy of which is now printed,) is, that it con-
tains a fort ofwifdomin which youngiind old, learned

and unlearned, are equally concerned; and without
which, the greateCt philofopheris an arrant fool. For,

however highly we may efteem human arts and fci-

ences in their proper place, it will ever be true,

that •* the wifdom of this world is foolifhnefs with
God."
Various and elaborate means are purfued, in

order to furnidi the minds of ouryouth \\'\x\\ fabulous

knowledge, and to fill them with the frivolous tales of
hcatlcnijh fcicnce; the very perfecflion of which de-

feives but little, if any praife. And it is, no doubt, a
iTid proof of univerfal degeneracy, that the Metamor-
phojci of an Ovid z.xt preferred, in our fchools, to the

iacred Real-ties of Alofes an:l the Prophets \ and that a

young pcrfon is taught to be as much arTeirted with the

recital of the difmal fate of Phaeton s lifters, as by

that of l/aacy or of a greater than Ifaac, Vv'hen offered

up ^ facrifice to the God of heaven.

Let us, however, hope for better times and bettcF

things ; when every human fcience fhall be made
fubfervient to divine ; when the invaluable knowledge

of the facred writings fhall have its due place and

due honor; and when Quarles' Emblems fliall,

at lealf, be preferred to the comparative nonfenfe of

the Pantheon and Ovid's Epifilcs.

- Tke Editor
Tj



TO THE READER.
AN Emblem is but a filent parable: let not the

tender eye check, to fee the allufion to our blef--

fed Saviour figured in thefe types. In holy fcrip*

ture he is fometimes called a fower, fumetimes a fifher,

fometimes a phyfician ; and why not prefented Co, as
well to the eye as to the ear ? Before the knowledge
of letters, GOD was known by Hieroglyphics.
And indeed what are the heavens,' the earth, nay,
every creature, but Hieroglyphics and Emblems of
his glory r I have no more to fay : I wifh thee as
much pieafure in the reading, as I had in writing.
Farewell, Reader.

FRANCIS QUARLES.

To my much honoured, and no lefs truly beloved
Friend,

EDWARD BENLOWES, Esq^
My dear Friend,

you have put the theorbo into my hand, and I
have played: you gave the mufician the firji en-

CGuragement\ the mufic returneth toyou-for patronage.
Had It been a light air, no doubt but it had tahn the.
mojl, and, among them, the worji ; hut being a arave
Jlrain, my hopes are, that it will plea/e the belt and
among thern, you. ToyiJJi airs pleafe trivial ears] they
kijs tkejancy, and betray it, . They cry Hail firli-
artd ajttr. Crucify : let daws delight to immerdtheml
Jdves in dung, zvhilft czgXts /cornfo poor a game as
flies. Sir, you have art and candour-, kt the am
judge, let the other excufe

Your moj'i affeElionate Friend,

A3
^^^' Q.UARLES*
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Y fathers bacLM, by holy writ led on,

Thou fliew'iVa way toheav'n by Helicon :

TheMufes' font is confecratc by thee.

And Poefy baptiz'd Divinity.

BleH: foul, that here embark'i] : thou fail'ft apace,

»Tis hard to fay, mov'd more by wit or grace,

Each mufe fo plies her oar : but O the fail

Is fiird from heav*n with a diviner gale :

When poets .prove divines, why (hould not I

Approve in vcrfe this divine poetry ?

Let this fuffice to licenfe thee the prefs :

I muft no more, nor could the truth fay lefs.

Sic approbavit RIC. LOVE, Procan. Cant.

Tot Flores QUARLES, quot Paradifus habet-

Le6l.jri bene ma/e-vo\o.

^w/legit ex Hortohbc F/ores,^ui carpitf uterque

Jure potert: Fiolas dicere, jure Rofas :

Non a ParnaJ/b FIOLAM, Feftiv'e ROSETO
Carpit Apollo, magis qu32 fit amcena, FOSAM,

Qiiot Ferfus FIOLAS legis \ & quern verba locutum

Credis, verba dedit : Nam dedit ille ROSAS.
Utque Ego non dicam haec FIOLAS fuavillima ; Tute

Iffe has F/OLAS, Livide, fi violas.

Nam velut e FIOLIS libi lugit Aranea virus :

Vertis at in fuccos Hajque ROSASque tuos.

Qi^ias violas M"faSy FFjLAS puto, quafque recufas

Dente \.uo-r:J'aSy has, reor, &'^q ROS.^S.

Sic rofasy facis elfc ROSAS, dum, Zoile, rodis :

Sic facies has FIOLAS, Liv'ul'y dum violas.

Brent Hall,
EDW. BENLOWES.

1634. FIRST
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FIRST BOOK.
The invocation.

ROufclhee, my foul, and drain thee from the dregs

Ofvulgar thoughts : fcrew up the heightened pegs

Of thy fublime theorb.o four notes higher,

And higher yet, that fo the fhrill-mouth'd choir

Of fvvift-wing'd feraphims may come and join,

And make thy concert more than half divine.

Invoke no mufe ; let Heav'n be thine Apollo
;

And let his iacred influences hallow

Thy high-bred drains. Let his full beams infpire

Thy ravifh'd brains with more heroic fire :

Snatch thee a quill from the fpread eagle's wing,

And, like the morning lark, mount up and fing

:

Caft ofFthefe dangling plummets, that fo clog

Thy lab'ring heart, which gropes in this dark fog

Of dungeon earth ; let iielh and blood forbear

To (lop thy flight, till this bafe world appear

A thin blue landfcape : let thy pinions loar

So high a pitch, that men may leem no more
Tnan piiVriires, crawlfngcn this mole-hill earth.

Thy ear untroubled with their frantic mirth
;

Let not the frailty of thy fle(h dillurb

Thy new-concluded peace; let rcaion curb

Thy hut-mouth'd palllon ; and let hcav'n's fire feafon

Thefrelli conceits of thy i.orre6ied reafon.

Diidain to warm thee at lull's fmoaky fires.

Scorn, fcorn to feed on th^y old boat defires

:

Come, come, my f ^ul, hoile up thy higher fail?.

The wind blows fair; (hall we ftill creep like fnails.

That glide their ways with their own native (limes ?

No, we muii fly l:ke eagles; and our rhymes
Murt mount to heav'n, and reach th' Olympic ear;

Our heav'n-blown fire muft feek no other fphere,

Thou
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Thou great Theanthropos, that giv'ft and ground*il

Thy gifts in duft, and from our dunghill crown'ft

RefleSing honour, taking, by retail.

What thou haft giv'n in grols, from lapfed, frail.

And finful man : that drink'ft full draughts, wherein

Thy children's leprous fingers, fcurf'd with fin.

Have paddled ; cleanfe, O clean fe my crafty foul

From fecret crimes, and let my thoughts controul

My thoughts : O teach me ftoutly to deny
.;

Myfelf, that I may be no longer I

:

Enrich my fancy, clarify my thoughts,

Refine my drofs ; O wink at human faults ;

And, through the flender current of my quill,

Convey thy current, whofe clear ftreams may fill

The hearts ofmen with love, their tongues with praifc ;

Crown me with glory, take who lift the bays.

I.

James i. 14.

Every man is tempted, when he is drawn away by his

own lujiy and 'enticed.

Serpent. Eve.

^^r/."|^TOt eat? nottafter not touch? notcaft an eye

J^^ Upon the fruit of this fair tree ? And why ?

Why eat'ft thou not what Heav'n ordain'd for food ?

Or canft thou tliink that bad which Heav'n call'd good?
Why was it made, if not to beenjoy*df
NegleQ: of favours makes a favour- void :

Bleftings unus'd, pervert into a wafte,

As well as furfeits ; woman, do but tafte:

See how the laden boughs make filent fuit

To be enjoy'di look how their bending fruit

Meet thee half way : obferve but how they crouch
To kifs tjiy hand j coy woman, do but touch :

Mark



Bl z-/^./

Totus Mimdus itxiraHgTuj 3Ialilig:njo poEtus eft

.

ThuA' a// eAe J7l.f thai Jian ^lovt/iins' rn J^fwfh .

^^rorn S^es fracf Tree /tr^t e/lmt' theirfiitaf£ireh .
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Mark what a pure vermilion bluih has dy'd

Their fwelling cheeks ; and how for Ihame they hide

Their palfy heads, to fee themfelves (land by

Negkdled : Woman, do but caft an eye.

What bounteous Heav*n ordain'dfor ufe, refufe net;

Come, pull and eat : y'abufe the thing ye ufe not.

Eve, W^ifeft of beafls, our great Creator did

Referve this tree, and this alone forbid

;

The reft are freely ours, which doubtlefs are

As pleafiug to the tafce ; to th' eye as fair

:

But touching this, his ftridl commands are fuch,

*Tis death to tarte, no lefs than death to touch.

Serp. Pi ill \ death's a fable : did not Heav*n infpirc

Your equal elements with living fire,

Blown from the fpring of life ? Is not that breath

Immortal r Come; ye are as free from death

As he that made you. Can the flames expire

Which he has kindled ? Can ye quench his fire ?

Did not the great Creator's voice proclaim

Whate'er he made (from the blue fpangled frame
To the poor leaf that trembles) very good ?

Blefs'd he not both the feeder and the food ?

Tell, tell me, then, what danger can accrue

From fuch bled food, to fuch half gods as you ?

Curb needlefs fears, and let no fond conceit

Abufe your freedom ; woman, take and eat.

Eve. 'Tis true, we are immortal; death is yet

Unborn, and, till rebellion make it debt,

Undue; I know the fruit is good, until

Prefumptuous difobedience make it ill.

The lips that open to this fruit's a portal

To let in death, and make immortal mortal.
f'"'^^'

Serp. You cannot die ; com.e, woman, tafte, and fear
Eve^. Shall Eve tranfgrefs ? I dare not, O I dare not.

Serp. Afraid ? Why draw'ft thou back thy tim'roi s

Harm on1v falls on fuch as fear a harm. [arm r

Heav'n



Sic 3IaliinicecidittLnijcuaxirL oiane MihiirL.

T/uuvSi/i ff'/icen'f/. /rerltarfSfi/f nui/fy/t/te.9

.

Frcfii Cue fr>iil (Itrtl ti/iat ntan'mur 17/s rtrise /
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II.

James i. 15.

Then when lujl hath conceived^ H hringethforthfm ; and

fmt when it is finijhed^ bringeth forth death.

I.

LAment, lament; look, look, what thou haft done

:

Lament the world's, lament thine own eilate:

Look, look, by doing, how thou art undone;
Lament thy fall, lament thy change of ftate:

Thy faith is broken, and thy freedom gone.

See, fee too foon, what thcu lament'ft too late.

O thou that wert fo many men, nay, all

Abridged in one ! how has thy defp'rate fall

Deftroy'd thy unborn feed, deftroy'd thyfelf withal

!

2.

Uxorious Adam, whom thy Maker made
Equal to angels that excel in pow'r.

What haft thou done ? O why haft thou obey*d

Thy own deftruclion r Like a new-cropt fiow'r.

How does the glory of thy beauty fade !

How are thy fortunes blafted in an hour !

How art thou cow'd, that had'ft the pow'r to quell

The fpite of new-fall'n angels, baffle hell.

And vie with thofe that ftood, and vanquifh thofe that

[fell \

3-

See how the world (whofe chafte and pregnant womb
Of late concfciv'd, and brought forth nothing ill)

Is now degenerated, and become
A bafe adultcrefs, whofe falfe births do fill

The earth with monfters, monfters that do roam
And rage about, and make a trade to kill

:

Now
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Now glult'ny paunches ; luft begins to fpawn
;

Wrath takes revenge, and avarice a pawn ;

Pale envy pines, pride fvvells, and floth begins to yawn.

The air that whifper'd, now begins to roar ;

And bluft*ring Boreas blows the boiling tide ;

The white-mouth'd water now iifurps the fhore,
' And fcorns the pow'r of her tridental guide

;

The fire now burns, that did but warm before.

And rules her ruler with refiftlefs pride :

Fire, water, earth, and air, that firft were made
To be fubdu'd, fee how they now invade

;

They rule whom once they ferv'd, command where once
[^obey*d,

5-

Behold, that nakednefs, that late bewray'd

Thy glory, now*s become thy (hame, thy wonder;

Behold, thofe trees, whofe various fruits were made
For food, now turn'd a fhade to fhrowd thee under 5

Behold, that voice (which thou haft difobey'd).

That late was mufic, now affrights like thunder :

Poor man ! are not thy joints grown fore with (ha-

To view th' efFe^l of thy bold undertaking, [king

That in one hour didft mar what Heav'n fix days was
[making?

S. AUGUST, lib. i. de Lib. Arbit.

It is a moji juji punifianenf, that manJhould lofe that

freedom, which man <^ould not ufe^ yet had pozver to keep^

ifhe Would \ and that he loho had knowledge to do what
was rights and did not, fiould be deprived ofthe know-
ledge ofwhat was right : and that he who would not do

righteoufly when he had thepower^Jhould lofe thepower
to do it when he had the wtlL

Hugo





Ut potun*. patioj', pfiiieri&viioii-polu'ris.
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Hugo de Anima.

They are. jujlly punijhed^ that ahufc lawful things ;

btit they are moji jujlly punijhtd, that ufe unlawful

things \ thus Lucifer fill from heaven] thus Adam
Ioil his paradifi,

EPIG. 2.

See howthefe fruitful kernels, being caft

Upon the earth, how thick they fpring ! how fall!

A full-ear'd crop and thriving, rank and proud
;

Prcpoft'rous man firft fow'd, and then he plough'd.

III.

P R o V. xiv. 13.

Even in laughter the heart isforrmfuU and the end cf
that mirth is heavinejs.

I.

ALas! fond child,

How are thy thoughts beguil'd

To hope for honey from a neft of vvafps ?

Thou may*ft as well

Go feek for eafe in hell,

Or fprightly neclar from the mouths of afps.

The world's a hive.

From whence thou can'ft derive

No good, but what thy foul's vexation brings ;

Put cafe thou meet
Some petti-petti-fweet.

Each drop is guarded with a thou fan 1 fting.;.

3.
Why doft thou make

Thefe murmuring troops forfake

The fafe protection of their waXen Homes ?

Their hive contains

No fweet that's worth thy pains
;

There's nothing here, alas ! but eaip^y comb*..
Vol. r. B~C
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4-

For tra(h and toys,

And grief-engend*ring joys,

What torment feems too (harp for flefh and blood

!

What bitter pills,

. Compos'd of real ills,

Men fwallow down, to purchafe one falfe goodl

The dainties here,

Are lead what they appear ;

Though fweet in hopes, yet in fruition four

:

1 he fruit that's yellow.

Is found not always mellow ;

The faireft tulip's not the fweeteft flow'r.

6.

Fond youth, give o*er,

And vex thy foul no more
In feeking what were better far unfound

;

Alas I thy gains

Are only prefent pains

To gather fcorpions for a future wound.

.
7-

What's earth ? or in it.

That longer than a minute.

Can lend a free delight that can endure ?

O who would droil*.

Or delve in fuch a foil.

Where gain's uncertain, and the pain is fure ?

S. AUGUST.
Sweetnefs in temporal matters is deceitful : it is ah'

hour and a perpetual fear ; it is a dangerous pleafure^

wkoje beginning is without providence, and whoje end

is not without repentance,

* DrsVf u t. drudge.

HUGO.
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Qius Ltmor ; cixLplus patuderi addiiAmor.
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HUG O.
Luxury 'is an enticing pleafure, a bajiard mirth

^

which hath honey in her mouth, gall m her hearty and

a fiin^ in her tail,
•^ EPIG. 3.

What, Cupid, are thy Ihafts already made f

And racking honey to ftt up thy tra^e,

True emblem of thy fweetsl Thy bees do bring

Honey in iheir mouths, but in their tails a Ring.

IV.
Psalm Ixif. 29.

To be laid in the balance, it is altogether lighter than

vatiity,

1.

PUT in another weight : 'tis yet too h'ght

:

And yet, fond Cupid, put another in ;

And yet another : iiill there's under-weight

:

Put in another hundred : put again ;

Add world to world ; then heap a thoufand mofe
To that ; then, to renew thy wafted ftore.

Take up more worlds on trufl, to draw thy balance

[lowV.

2.

Put in the flefh , with all her loads of pleafure

;

Put in great Mammon's endlefs inventory
\

Put in the pond'rous afts of mighty Caefar

:

Put in the greater weight of Sweden's glory

:

Add Scipio's gauntlet; put in Plato*s gown

:

Put Circe's charms, put in the triple crown.

Thy balance will not draw ; thy balance will not

[down.

3.
Lord ! what a world is this, which day and night
Men feek with fo much toil, with fo much trouble ?

Which, wcigh'd in equal fcales, is found fo light,

So poorly overbalanc'd with a bubble !

B—C 2 Good
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Good God ! that frantic mortals fhould deflroy
Their higher hopes, and place their idle joy

Upon fuch airy tralh, upon fo light a toy!

4-
Thou bold impoftor, how haft thou befoord
The tribe of man with counterfeit defire !

How has the breath of thy falfe bellows coolM
Heav'n's freeb'orn flame, and kindled baliard fire

!

How haft thou vented drofs inftead of treafure,

And cheated men with thy falfeweights and meafu re.

Proclaiming bad for good ; and gilding death with

[pleafure

!

The world's .a crafty ftrumpet, mod afFeding
And clofely following thofe that moft rejed her

;

But feeming carelefs, nicely difrefpefting

And coyly flying thofe that moft aflfccSt her

:

If thou be free, (he's ftrange ^ if ftrange, fhe*s free

;

Flee, and Ihe follows j follow, and (he'll flee :

Th«n (he there's none more coy , there's none more
[fond than fhe.

6.

O Di'hat a crocodilian world is this,

Compos'd of treach'ries, and infnaring wiles!

She clothes deftruftion in a formal kifs,

And lodges death in her dcftrudive fmiles ;

She hugs the foul (he hates ; and there does prove

The very'fl; tyrant, where (lie vows to love ;

And is a ferpent moft, when moft (he feems a dove.

7-

Thrice happy he, whofe nobler thoughts defpife

To make an objeft of fo eafy gains
;

Thrice happy he, who fcorns fo poor a prize

Should be the crown of his heroic pains :

Thrice happy be, that ne'er was born to try

Her frowns or fmiles : or, being born, did lie

In his fad nurfe's arms an hour or two, and die

!

S. AU





^^.T.Enflrj.

iris -reT tLttu- Orlil
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S. AUGUST, lib. ConfefT.

you that dote upon this world,for what viElory do
ye^fight ? Your hopes can be crowned with no greater
reward than the world can give ; and what is the
world, but a brittle thing full of dangers, wherein we
travelfrom lefftr to greater perils f let all her vain,
light, momentary glory, penjh with herfelf and let us
be converfant with more eternal things, Alas ! this
world is mferable; life isjhort, and death isfare.

EPIG. 4.

My foul, what's lighter than a feather ? Wind.
Than wind? The fire. And what, than fire ? The

mind.

What's lighter than the mind r A thought. Than
thought ?

This bubble world. What, than this bubble \

Nought.

V
I Co R. vii. 13.

Thefafljion of this world paffeth away,

GONE are thofe golden days, wherein

Pale confcience ftarted not at ugly fin :

When good old Saturn's peaceful throne

Was unufurped by his beardlefs fon :

When jealous Ops ne'er fear'd th' abufe

Of her chafte bed, or breach of nuptial truce :

When juft Aftrasa pois'd her fcales

In mortal hearts, whofe abfence earth bewails:

When froth-born Venus and her brat,

VV^ith all that fpurious brood young Jove begat.

In horrid (hapes were yet unknown :

Thofe halcyon days, that golden age is gone.
B-C3 There
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There was no client then to wait

The leifure of his long-tail'd advocate
;

The talion law v;as in requell:,

And chanc'ry courts were kept in ev'ry breaft:

Abufed ftatutes had no tenters,

And men could deal lecure without indentures :

There was no peeping hole to clear

The wittal's^eye from his incarnate fear;

There were no luftful cinders then

To broil the caibonado'd hearts of men :

The rofy cheeks did then proclaim

A fhame of guilt, but not a guilt of fhame :

There was no whining foul to Hart

At Cupid's twang, or curfe his flaming dart

;

The boy had then but callow wings.

And fell Erinnys' fcorprons had no ftmgs :

The better-afi:ed world did move
Upon the fixed poles of truth and love.

Love effenc'd in the hearts of men !

Then reafon rul'd, there was no paflion then

;

Till lull and rage began to enter,

Love the circumfrence was, and love the centre ;

Until the wanton days of Jove,

The fimple world was all compos*d of love ;

But Jove grew flefhly, falfe, unjuft

;

Inferior beauty fill'd his vems with luft

:

And cucquean t Juno's fury hurl'd

Fierce balls of rape into th' inceftuous world :

Aftraea fled, and love return'd

From earth, eaitn boil'd with luft, with rage it burn*d.

And ever fince the world hath been

Kept going with the fcourge of luft and fpleen^

fVittalyi: e, a cuckold.

i Cticqueant \, e, whorilh,
'

S. AM-





liX.A'm/r.^/.

-Itl Cruce tuta cjuies

.
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S. AMBROSE.
Luji is a Jharpfpur to vice, which always puttdh

the affcRions into afalfe gallop,

HUGO.
LuJi is an immoderate wantonnejs ofthejlejh, afueet

poifon^ a cruel pejlilence ; a pernicious peifon, which
weakeneth the body ofman^ and effeminateth thejirength

cfan heroic mind,

S. AUGUST.
Envy is the hatred of another''sfelicity : in refpcB of

fuperiors^ becaufethey art not equal to them; in rejpe^

of inferiors, left hefJiould be equal to tke?n ; in refpeci of
equals^ becaufe they are equal td them : through envy

proceeded thefall of the worlds and death ofChriJi,

EPIG. 5.

What, Cupid, mufl the world be lafh'd fo foon ?

But made at morning, and be whipt at noon?
'Tis Hke the wag that plays with Venus' doves.

The more 'tis lalh'd, the more perverfe it proves.

VI.

EccLEs. ii. 17.

All is vanity and vexation offpirit.

I.

X TOW is the anxious foul ofman befool'd

jQ jL In his defire,

"1 hat thinks an heclic fever may be cool'd

In tiames of fire ?

Or hopes to rake full heaps of burnifh'd gold

^loir. nafty mire ?

A whining lover may as well requcft

A lco;nful breaft

To melt in gentle tears, as woo the world fcr reft.

Let
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2.

Let wit, and all her ftudy'd plots efFed
The beft they can

;

Let fmiling fortune profper and perfe£l
What wit began

;

Let earth advife with both, and Co project
A happy man

;

Let wit or fawning fortune vie their beft

;

He may be blefl

With all that earth can give j but earth can give no
[reft.

3-

Whofe gold is double with a careful hand.
His cares are double

;

The pleafure, honour, wealth of fea and land

Bring but a trouble
;

The world itfelf, and all the world's command^
Is but a bubble.

The flrong deli res of man^s infatiate bread
May ftand polTeft

Of all that earth can give ; but earth can give no
[reft.

4-

The world's a Teeming par'dife, but her own
And man's tormenter

;

Appearing fix'd, yet but a rolling ftone

Without a tenter;

It is a vaft circumference, where none
Can find a centre.

Of more than earth can earth make none polTeft

;

And he that leaft

Regards this reftlefs world, ftiall in this world find

[reft.

True
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True reft confifts not in the oft revying*

Of worclly drofs
;

Earth's miry purchafe ib not worth the buying;

Her gain islofs;

Her reft but giddy toil, if not relying

Upon her crofs.

How worldlings droit + fur trouble ! That fond breaft

That is pofteft

Of earth without a crofs, has earth without a reft.

CAS S. in Pf.

The crofs is the inx}incible Jhn&uary of the humble t

the dejeBion of the proud, the victory of Chrif, the

d^jhuclion of the devil, the confirmation ofthefaithful

,

the death ofthe unbelievers^ the life of the jufl,

DAMASCEN.
The crofs of Chrifl is the key ofparadife ; the weak

mans liaff\ the convert's convoy ; the upright mans
prrfe&ion ; the foul and body's health ; the picvention

ofall eialt and the procurer of all good,

EPIG. 6.

Worldlings, whofe whimpering folly holds theloffcs

Of honour, ^leafure, health, and wealth fuch croffes.

Look here, and tell me what your arms engrofs :

When the beft end of what he hug's a crofs.

* Rnyhgt a term ufed at cards.

+ Droii, i, e, drudge, ffrlabo'jr-.

I P E T.
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VII.

I Pet. V. 8.

Befobtr^ hi vigilant ; becaufe your advtrfary the dtvif^

as a roaring lion, walktth about ^Jtckntg uhom he

may devour.

WHY doft thou fufFerlurtful floth to creep

(Dull Cyprian lad i) into thy wanton brows ?

Is this a time to pay thine idle vows
At Morpheus' fhrine ? Is this a time to fteep

1'hy brains in waftefiil {lumbers ? up, and roufe

Thy leaden fpirit : Is this a time to fleep ?

Adjourn thy fanguine dreams, awake, arife.

Call in thy thoughts ; and let them all advife,

Had'ft thou as many heads as thou haft wounded eyes.

2.

Look, look, what horrid furies do await

Thy flatt'ring flumbers ! If thy drowfy head
But chance to nod, thou fall'it into a bed

Of fulph'rous flames, whofe torments want a date.

Fond boy, be wife : let not thy thoughts he fed

With Phrygian wifdom ; fools are wife too late :

Beware betimes ; and let thy reafon fever [never

;

Thofe gates which pafTion clos'd ; wake now or

For if thou nod'll, thou fall'ft; and, falling, fall'ft for

"[ever.

3-

Mark, how the ready hands of death prepare :

His bow is bent, and he hath notch'd his dart

;

He aims, he level* at thy flumbVing heart ;

The wound is porting; O be wife, beware.
What, has the voice of danger loft the art

To raife the fpirit of negledled care t

Well
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Well, fleepthy fill, and take thy foft repofes

;

But know, withal, fvveet tailes have four clofes

;

And he repents in thorns, that fleeps in beds of rofes.

Yet, fluggard, wake, and gull thy foul no more
With earth's falfe pleafure, and the world's delight,

Whofe fruit is fair, and pleafing to the fight,

But four in rafte, falfe as the putrid core

:

Thy flaring glafs is gems at her half light.

She makes thee fceming rich, but truly poor

:

She boafts a kernel, and beftows a ftiell

;

Performs an inch of her fair-promis'd ell

:

Her words proteft a heav*n ^ her works produce an
[hell.

O thou, the fountain of whofe better part

Is earth'd and gravell'd up with vain defire

:

That daily wallow'ft in the fledily mire

And bafe pollution of a luftful heart.

That feel'ft no pafllon, but in wanton fire,

And own'ft no torment but in Cupid's dart

;

Behold thy type : thou fitt'fl upon this ball

Of earth, fecure ; while death, that flings at all,

Stands arm*d to ftrikc thee down, where flames attend

[thy fall.

S. BERN.

Security is no-where : neither in heaven, nor in para-

dife, much lefs in the -world: in heaven, the angels fell

from the divine pre/ence ; in Paradife, hd2ivc\ fellfro tn

his place ofpleafure; in the world, }\x62isJellfrom the

Jchool of our Saviour,^ HUGO.
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One hugs his gold; another lets it fly:

He knowing not, for whom ; nor t'other, why.
One fpends his day in plots, his night in play

j

Another fleeps and fliigs both night and day :

One laughs at this thing ; t'other cries for that:

But neither one nor t'other knows for what.

Wonder of wonders ! what we ought t'evitet.

As our difeafe, we hug as our delight

:

'Tis held a fymptom of approaching danger,

When difacquainted fenfe becomes a ftranger.

And takes no knowledge of an old difeafe

;

But when a noifom grief begins to pleafe

The unrefiiling fenfe, it is a fear

That death has parly'd, and compounded there :

As when the dreadful Thund'rer's awful hand
Pours forth a vial on th'infedled land,

At firft th'afFrighted mortals quake and fear

;

And ev'ry noife is thought the Thunderer : ^

But when the frequent foul-departing bell

Has pav*d their ears with her familiar knell.

It is reputed but a nine day's wonder^

They neither fear the Thund'rer, nor his thunderv '

So when the world (a worfe difeafe !) began
To fmart for iin, poor new-created man

;

Could feek for Ihelter, and his gen*rous fon

Knew by his wages what his hands had done :

But bold-fac'd mortals in our blulhlefs times

Can fmg and fmile, and make a fport of crimes,
Tranfgrefs of cuftom, and rebel in eafe :

We falfe-joy'd fools can triumph in difeafe,

And (as the carelefs pilgrim, being bit

By the Tarantula, begins a fit

Of life-concluding laughter) wafteour breath
In lavilh pleafure, till we laugh to death.

Ez'ite, i. e. to (hun, or avoid.

Vol. I. D HUGO.
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HUGO.
What profit is there in vain-glory y momentary mirth,

:the worlcTs power^ .the flejh's pleajure, full riches^ noble

defcent, and great dejires f JVhere is their laughter ?
ivhere is their mirth /* where their infoknce f their arro-

gance P From how much joy^ to how muchJadnejs ! Ajter

how much mirth, hozu much mifery ! From hew great

glory are they fallen, to how great torment ! What hath

fallen to them, may hefal thee, hecaufe thou art a ?nan

:

thou art of earth; thou Hveji of earth ; thou /halt return

to earth. Death expe^eio thee' every where: be wife,

therefore, and expe£i death every-where.

EPIG. 8.

"What ails the fool to laugh ? Does fomething pleafe

His vain conceit r Or is't a mere difeafe ?

Fool, giggle on, and wade thy wanton breath ;

Thy morning laughter breeds an ev'ning death,

IX.

I John ii. 17.

The world pafjeth away, and all the lujls thereof.

I. [light

1'^RAW near, brave fparks, whofe fpirits fcorn to

JL^ Your hallow'd tapers but at honour's fiame
j

You, whofe heroic a<Slions take delight

To varnilli over a new painted name
;

Whofe high-bred thoughts difdain to take their flight

But on th' Icarianv^'ings of babbling fatne ;

Behold, how tott'ring are your high-built ftories

Qf earth; v/hereon you truft the ground-work of your

rplories.
^^ And
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2.

And you, more brain-fick lovers, that can prize

A wanton fmile before eternal joys

;

That know no heaven but in your midrefs' eyes;

That feel no pleafure but what fenfe enjoys:

That can, like crown-diftemper'd fools, defpife

True riches, and like babies whine/or toys:

Think ye the pageants of your hopes are able

To (land fecure on earth, when earth itfelf's unflablc r

3-

Come, dunghill worldlings, you that root like fwine.

And caft up golden trenches where ye come:
Wbofeonly pleafure is to undermine,

And view the fecrets of your mother's womb :

Come, bring your faint pouchM in his leathern (hrine,

And fummon all your griping angels home;
Behold your world, the bank of all your (lore,

The world ye fo admire, the world ye fo adore.

4.

A feeble world, whofe hot-mouth'd pleafures tire-

Before the race ; before the ftart, retreat

;

A faithlefs world, whofe falfe delights expire
Before the term of half their promised date :

A fickle world, not worth the lead defire,

Where ev'ry chance proclaims a change of (iate :

A feeble, faithlefs, fickle world, wherein
Each motion proves a vice j and ev*ry ad a fm.

5-

The beauty, that of late was in her flow'r.
Is now a ruin, not to raife a luft:

He that was lately drench'd in Danae's (howV,
Is mafter now of neither good nor trufl

;

D 2 Whofe
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Whofe honour late was mann'd with princely pow*r.

His glory now lies bury'd in the duft;

O who would tmft this world, or prize what's in it,

That gives and takes, and chops and changes ev'ry

[minute!

6.

Nor length of days, nor folid ftrength of brain,

Can find a place wherein to reft fecure

:

The world is various, and the earth is vain.

There's nothing certain here, there's nothing furc :

We trudge, we travel, but from pain to pain,

And what's our only grief's our only cure :

The world's a torment ; he that would endeavour

To find the way to reft, muft feck the v/ay to leave

[her.

S. GREG, in Horn.

Beholdf the world is iviihered in iffelf̂ yet fiourijheth

in cur hearts ; every-where deaths e^ery-where grief,

cvery-where defolation : on every fide, we arefmitten ; on

everyfide, filled with hitternefs ; and yet, with the blind

mind of carnal defitre, we love her hitternefs : it fiieth,

and we follow it : it falleth, yet vje fiick to it : and he-

caufe ive cannot enjoy it falling, zee fall ivith it, and

enjoy it fallen.

E P I G. 9.

If Fortune fail, or envious Time but fpurn,

The world turns round, and with the world we turn:

When Fortune fees, and Lynx-ey'd Time is blind,

ril.trult ihy joys, O world j till then, the wind.

John
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.
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John viii. 44.

Xe are of your father the deviU ^"d the Jujis of ycur

fatherye will do,

[black :

HEre*s your right ground: wag gently o'er this

'Tis a ihort caft ^ y*are quickly at the jack.

Rub, rub an inch or two \ two crowns to one

On this b'J\<^rs (ido^; blow, wind;^'tis fairly thrown:

The next bowrs worfe that comes; come, bowl away:
Mammon, you know the ground^ untutor'd, play:

Your laft was gone ; a yard of ftrength, well fpar'd.

Had touch'd the block
;
your hand is ftill too hard.

Brave paftime, readers ; to confume that day,

Which, without pailime, flies too fwift away !

See how they labour ; as if day and night

Were both too ihort to ferve their loofe delight

:

See how their curved bodies wreath, andfcrew
Such antic (hapes as Proteus never knew :

One raps an oath, another deals a curfe
;

He never better bowl'd ; this, never worfe :

One rubs his itchlefs elbow, flirugs and laughs :

The other bends his beetle brows, and chafes:

Sometimes they whoop, fometimes their Stygian cries

Send their black Santo's to the blulhing fkies ;

Thus mingling humours in a mad confufion,

They make bad premifes, and worfe conclufion :

But where's a palm that Fortune's hand allows

To blefs the victor's honourable brows ?

Come, reader, come; I'll light thine eye the way
To view the prize, the while the gamefiers play

:

Clofe by the jack, behold, jill Fortune (lands

To wave the game ; fee in her partial hands
'l.he glorious garland's held in open fliow.

To chear the lads, and crown the conqu'ror's brow.

D 3
•

The
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The world's the jack ; the gamefters that contend,

Are Cupid, Mammon: that judicious fiend,

That gives the ground, is Satan : and the bowls

Are fmful thoughts ; the prize, a crown for fools.

Who breathes that bowls not? What bold tongue can

Without a blufh, he has not bowl'd to-day ? [fay,

It is the trade of man, and ev'ry finner

Has playM his rubbers : every foul's a winner.

The vulgar proverb's croft, he hardly can

Be a good bowler and an honeft man.

Good God 1 turn thou my Brafil thoughts anew ;

New-fole my bowls, and make their bias true.

I'll ceafe the game, till fairer ground be given ;

Nor wiQi to win, until the mark be heav'n.

S. BERNARD. Lib. de Confid.

O you/ofjs ofAdam f you covetous generations ^ zvhat

have ye to do with earthly richeSy which are neither true,

Tioryours P Gold andfilver are real earth, red and white,

which the only error ofman makes, or rather reputes,

precious: injhort, if they he yours, carry them with you,

S. HIERON. in Ep.

O lufl, thou infernalfre, whofefuel is gluttony ; whofe

fame is pride ; zuhofe fparkles are wanton words ; whofe

fmoke is infamy ; whofe apes are uncleannefs ; whofe end

iihell.

EPIG. lo.

Mammon, well followed : Cupid ; bravely led
;

Both touchers ; equal fortune makes a dead :

No reed can meafure where the conqueft lies ;

Take my advice j compound, and (hare the prize.

Ephes,





B.I.^/«A

Mundus in. ExitunxL ruit

.
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.
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XI.

E PH £ s. ii. 2.

Te walked according to the courfe of this worldy accord-

ing to the prince of the air,

I.

O Whither will this mad-brain v.'orld, at lafl,

Be driv'ii r Where will her reftlefs wheels ar-

Why hurries on her ill-match'd pair fo fail r [rive ?

O wliither means her furious groom to drive ?

What, will her rambling fits be never paft r

For ever ranging r Never once retrieve ?

Will earth's perpetual progrefs ne'er expire?

Her teem continuing in their frelh career

:

And yet they never reft, and yet they never tire.

2.

Sol's hot-mouth'd fteeds, whofe noftrils vomit flame.

And brafen lungs belch forth quotidian fire \

Their twelve hours tafk perform'd, grow ftifF and
And their immortal fpirits faint and tire : [lame^

At th'azure mountain's foot their labours claim

The privilege of reft, where they retire

To quench their burning fetlocks, and go fteep

Their flaming noftrils in the weftern deep.

And 'frefti their tir'd fouls with ftrength-reftoring

[fieep.

3-

But thefe prodigious hackneys, bafely got

'Twixt men and devils, made for race or flight.

Can drag the idle world, expecting not

The bed of reft, but travel with delight

;

Who, never weighing way nor weather, trot

Thro' duft and dirt, and droll both night and day ;

Thus droil thefe fiends incarnate, whole free pains

Are fed withdropfies and venereal blains :

No need to ufe the whip j but ftien^th to rule the reins.

Poor
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Poor captive world ! how has thy lightnefs giv'n

Ajuft occafion to thy foes' illufion !

O, how art thou betray'd ; thus fairly driven,

In feeming triumph, to thy own confuiion !

How is the empty univerfe bereav'n

Of all true joys, by one falfe joy's delufion !

So I have feen an unblown virgin fed

With fugar'd words fo full, that (he is led

A fair attended bride to a falfe bankrupt's bed.

Pull, gracious Lord ! Let not thine arm forfake

The world impounded in her own devices ;

Think of that pleafure that thou once did'fl take-

Amongft the lilies and fweet beds of fpices.

Hale (Irongly, thou whofe hand has pow'r to flack

The fwift-foot fury, often thoufand vices :

Let not that duft-devouring dragon boaft,

His craft has won what Judah's Lion lofl

;

Remember what is crav'd ^ recount the price it coft.

IS I DOR, Lib. i. de Summo Bono.

By hoiu much the nearer Satan perceiveth the world to

an endy byJo much the more fiercely he troubleth it zuith

perfecution ; that^ knowing himjelf to be damned, he may

get company in his damnation.

CYPRIAN, in Ep.
Broadand/padous is the road to infernal life \ there

are inticements and death-bringing pkafures. There the

devilflattereth, that he may deceive ; Jmileth^ that he may

endamage; allureth, that he may deflroy,

EPIG. II.

Nay, foft and fair, good world ; poft not too faft ;

Thy journey's end requires not half this haOe.

Unlefs that arm thou Xo difdain'ft, reprives* thee,

Alas, thou needs muft go ;. the devil drives thee.

* Ref-rivcs, i. e. curbs, reftraia&; from th« Frerch, repHmfr.-

Isaiah
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U7iiJt are the Iiirhe.y H'htcA the Mor/d cti/i f/rmtt
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.Pfeftf\' h'/ce this, a/ns- .'has matie rue it'nut

.



Book I. EMBLEMS. 33

XII.
Isaiah Ixvi. 11.

I'e may fuck, hut not befatisfied with the hreafl of her

conjolation,

I.

WHAT, never fill'dr Be thy lips fcrevvM fo faft

To th'earth's full bread? for fhame, for (hame,
[iinfeize thee;

Thou tak*ft a furfeit where thou fhould'fl but tafie.

And mak'fl: too much not half enough to pleafc thee.

Ah, fool, forbear; thou fwallowelt at one breath

Both food and poifon down ; thou draw'ft both milk
[and death.

2.

The ub'rous breafts, when fairly drawn, repaft

The thriving infant with their milky flood
;

But, being overflrain'd, return at laft

Unwholefome gulps composed of wind and blood.
• A mod'rate ufe doth both repaft and pleafe :

Who ftrains beyond a mean, draws in and gulps dif-

[eafe.

3-

But, O that mean, whofe good the leaft abufe

Makes bad, is too, too hard to be dire£led :

Can thorns bring grapes, or crabs a pleafmg juice r

There's nothingwholefom,wherethewhole'sinfecfed,

Unfeize thy lips : earth's milk's aripen'd core.

That drops from her difeafe, that matters from her

[fore.

4-

Think'ft thou that paunch, that burlies out thy coat,

Is thriving fat ; or flefh, that feems fo brawny r

Thy paunch is dropfy'd, and thy cheeks are bloat

;

Thy lips are white, and thy complexion tawny

;

Thy fkin's a bladder blown with watry tumors

:

Thy flelh a trembling bog, a quagmire full of humors.
And
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And thou, whofe thrivelefs hands are ever ftraining

Earth's fluent breads into an empty (leve,

That always hafl:, yet always are complaining,

And whin'd: for more than earth hath pow'r to give;

V/hofe treafure flows and flees away as faft

;

That ever haft, and haft, yet haft not what thou haft.

6.

Gochufe a fubftance, fool, that will remain

Within the limits of thy leaking mcafure ;

Or elfe go feck an urn that will retain

The liquid body of thy flipp'ry treafure :

Alas ! how poorly are thy labours crown'd !

Thy liquor's never fweet, nor yet thy veflfel found.

7-

What lefs than fool is man to prog and plot,

And lavifli out the cream of all his care.

To gain poor feeming goods, vi^hich, being got,

Make firm poftefl^on but a thoroughfare ;

Or, if they ftay, they furrow thoughts the deeper;

And, being kept with care, they lofc their careful

[keeper

!

S. GREG. Horn. iii. fecund. Parte Ezech.

If we give more to the flejh than we ought j we nourip}

an enemy ; ifive give not to her neceffity what we ought

^

we dejiroy a citizen: the flejh is to be fatisfied Jo far as

fuffices to our good
-^ whofoever alloweth fo much to her as

to make her proud^ knoxveth not how to bejatisfied : to be

Jatisfiedy is a great art ; lejiy by the fatiety of the flefiy,

we briahforth into the iniquity of herfolly,

HUGO de Anima.

The heart is a fmall thing, but deftreth great matters.

It is notfufficientfor a kite's dinner, yet the whole world

is not fufficient for it,^
-" -^ EPIG.





T)a.iiixhi Iroena Timor ; da mihl Calcar ^4inor

.
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EPIG. 12.

What makes thee, fool, fo fat ? Fool, thee fo bare r'

Ye fuck the felf-fame milk, the felf-fame air :

No mean betwixt all paunch, and fkin and bone f

The mean's a virtue, and the world has none.

XIII.

John iii. 19.

Men hve darknefs rather than light, becaufe their deeds

are eviL

LORD, when we leave the world, and come to thee,

How dull, how flug are we 1

How backward ! how prepoft'rous is the motion
Of our ungain devotion !

Our thoughts are miilftones, and our fouls are lead.

And our defires are dead :

Our vows are fairly promis'd, faintly paid •

Or broken, or not made

:

Our better work (if any good) attends

Upon our private ends :

In whofe performance one poor worldly fcoiF

Foils us, or beats us off.

If thy fharp fcourge find out fame fecret fault.

We grumble or revolt

;

And if thy gentle hand forbear, we itray.

Or idly lofe the way.
Is the road fair r we loiter j clogg'd with mire

:

We ftick, or elfe retire :

A lamb appears a lion ; and we fear,

Each bufh we fee's a bear.

When our dull fouls direct our thoughts to thee,

As (low as fnails are we :

But at the earth we dart our wing'J defire,

We burn, we burn like fire.

Like
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Like as the am'rcus needle joys to bend
To her magnetic friend

:

Or as the greedy lover's eye-balls fly

At his fair miftrels' eye :

So, fo we cling to earth ; we fly and puff^.

Yet fly not faft enough.

If pleafure beckon with her balmy hand,

Her beck's a ftrong command :

If honour calls us with a courtly breath,

An hour's delay is death

:

If profit's golden-finger'd charm enveigles.

We clip more fwift than eagles:

Let Aufter weep, or bluftr'ing Boreas roar.

Till eyes or lungs be fore ;

Let Neptune fwell, until his dropfy fides

Burftinto broken tides:

Nor threat'ning rocks, nor winds, nor waves, nor fire,

Can curb our fierce defire

;

Nor fire, nor rocks, can flop our furious minds.
Nor waves, nor winds:

How faft and fearlefs do our footfteeps flee I

The light-foot roebuck's not fo fwift as we.

S. AU^



S^olcl. E M B L E M S. 4^

S. AUGUST, fup. Pfal. Ixivi

'Two feveraI lovers built two feveral cities : the love of

God buildeth at Jerufalem ; the love of the world bwldeth,

a Babylon : let every one inquire of hitrfdf^ what hd

hveth ; and he Jhall refolve himfelf^ of ivhencc he is a

citizm.

S.AUGUST, lib. iii. Confem,

j411 things are driven by their own weighty and tend t9

their own centre : my weight is love 5 by that I am driven

whitherfoever I am driven.

Ibidem;

Lord^ he loveth thee lefs^ that loveth any thing witih

thee, which he loveth notfor thee-.

EPIG. 13.

Lord, fcourge my afs, iF {he (hould make no hafte -,

And curb my ftag, if he {hould fly too h.^ :

If he be over-fwift, or {he prove idle.

Let Love lendjiim a fpur ; Fear,x'her a bridle.

Vol. L E P s a l r*
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XIV.

Psalm xiii. 3.

Lighten mine eyeSy O Lord^ lejl I Jleep the JJeep cf
death,

flight

WUl't ne'er be morning ? Will that promis'd

Ne'er break, and clear thofe clouds of night?

Sweet Phofphor, bring the day,

Whofe conqu'fing ray

May chafe thefe fogs ; fweet Phofphor, bring the day.

How long ! how long fhall thefe benighted eyes

Languilh in fnades, like feeble flies

Expedimg fpring ? How long fliall darknefs foil

The face of earth, and thus beguile

Our fouls of fprightful adion .? When, when will day

Begin to dawn, whofe new-born ray

May gild the weathercocks of our devotion.

And give our unfoul'd fouls new motion ?

Sweet Phofphor, bring the day
j

Thy light will fray

Thefe horrid mifts 3 fweet Phofphor, bring the day.

Let thofe have night, that flily love t'immure

Their cloifter'd crimes, and fm fecure
;

Let thofe have night, that blufh to let men know
The bafenefs they ne'er blufh to do

j

Let thofe have night, that love to have a nap.

And loll in ignorance's lap ;

JyCt thofe, whofe eyes, like owls, abhor the light.

Let thofe have ni^ht, that love the night

:

Sweet
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Sweet Phofphor, bring the day^

How fad delay

Afflicts dull hopes ! Sweet Phofphor, bring the day*

Alas ! my light-In-vain-expecting eyes

Can find no obje6ls, but what rife

From this poor mortal blaze, a dying fpark

Of Vulcan's forge, whofe flames are dark",

A dang'rous, dull blue-burning light.

As melancholy as the night

:

Here's all the funs that glilter in the fphere

Of eaith : Ah me ! what comfort's here?

Sweet Phofphor, bring the day;

Hafte, hafle away,

Heav'n's loit'ring lamp ; 1weet Phofphor, bring the d*y.

Blow, Ignorance: O thou, whofe idle knee
Rocks earth into a lethargy.

And with thy footy fingers naft bcdight *

The world's fair check, blew, blow thy fpite
j

Since thou hafl puft our greater taper ; do
PufF on, and out the leller too :

If e'er that breath-exiled flame return.

Thou hafli not blown, as it will burn ;

Sweet Phofphor, bring the day :

Light will repay

The wrongs of night ; fweet Phofphor, bring the day.

• Bedigbtf J. e. bcfmsar*<i.

E 2 ^ S. A U-
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S. AUG. in Job. Ser. xix.

Goii is all to thee : if thou be hungry.^ he is bre^d\ if

th'irjiy^ he is ijuatcr ; if darknefsy he is light j if naked-^

he is a robe of immortality,

A L A N U S de Conq. Nat.

God is a light that is never darkened ; an unwearied

tlfe that cannot die ; afountain alwaysflowing ; a garden

of life -y a feminary of wifdom j a radical hegiiming oj all

^Qodnefs,

EPIG. 14.

My fout, if ignorance puff out this light,

She'll do a favour that intends a fpite :

'T feems dark abroad \ but) take this Jight away^

Thy windows will difcover break 0' day*

Rev.
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XV.

Rev. xii. 12.

The devil h come wtto you, having great power^ hecaufe

he kfiotveth that he hath but a Jhort time,

r.

LORD, canft thou fee and fuff^r? Is thy hand
Still bound to th' peace? Shallearth's bjackmon-

A full pofie/Jion of thy wafted land ? [arch take

O, will thy flumb'ring vengeance never wake,

Till fuU-age'd law-refifting cuftom fliake

The pillars of thy right by falTe commarxl \ [dowi>,

Unlock thy clouds, great Thund'rer, and come
Behold vv'hofe temples wear thy facred crown

j

Reorefs, redrels our wrongs ^ revenge, revenge thy

[own,

2.

See how the bold ufurper mounts the feat

Of royal majefty ; how overftravving

Perils with pleafure, pointing ev'ry threat

With bug-bear death, by torments overawing
Thy frighted fubjects ; or by favours drawino-

Their tempted hearts to Xvii unjuft retreat
;

Lord, canft thou be To mild, and he fo bold i
Or can thy flocks be thriving, when the fold-

Is govern'd by the fox \ Lord, canft thou fee, an3
[hold.^

3-

That fwift-wingM advocate, that did commence
Our welcome fuits before the Kins; of kings,

E 3
^

^ That?
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That fweet embaflador, that hurries hence
What airs th' harmonious foul or fighs or fins,

See how fhe flutters with her idle wings
;

Her wings are dipt, and eyes put out by fenfe
;

Senfe-conqu'ring faith is now grown blind and
And bafely craven'd *, that in times of old [cold,

Did conquer heav'n itfelf, do what th'Almighty could.

4-

Behold, how double fraud does fcourge and tear

Aftrasa's wounded fides, plough'd up, and rent

Wit:h knotted cords, whofe fury has no ear
3

See how ftie ftands a prisoner to be font

A flave into eternal banifhment,

I know not whither ; O, I know not where

:

Her patent muft be canceFd in difgrace;

And fweet-lip'd fraud, with her divided face,

Muft aft Aftraea's part, muft take Aftfsea's place

5-

Faith's pinion's dipt, and fair Aftraea gone

!

Quick- feeing Faith now blind, and juftice fee :

Has Juftice now found wings ? And has Faith none ?

What do we here ? Who would not wifii to be

Difiblv'd from earth, and with Aftrsea flee

From this blind dungeon to that fun-bright throne ?

Lord, is thy fceptre loft, or laid afide f

Is hell broke loofe, and all her £ends unty'd ?

Lord, rife, and rpufe, and ruile, and crufh their furious

[pridf,

• Craien'd, i. c. dlAeixten'd; nade to^kncck under; ice.

PETER
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PETER RAV. in Matth.

The divllis the author of evil, the fountain cfwichd-
nefs, the adverfary cf truth^ the corrupter cf the zacrldi

?nan s perpetual enemy ; he planteth fnares^ ^^H^^h ditches,

fpurreth h^dies^ he goadeth fouls^ he fuggefteth thoughts,

lelcheth anger, expofeth virtues to hatred, maketh vices he-

loved, fowethtrrors, nourijheth contention^ dijlitrhethpeace

^

andJcattereth affeSfiom,

M A C A R.

Let us fuffer with thofe that fuffer, and be crucified

with thofe that are crucified, that we may be glorified with

thfe that are glorified,

S A V A N A R.

If there he no enemy, no fight -, if no fight^ nc vi^ory

;

if no vi^ory, m crcivn.

EPIG. 15.

My foul, fit thou a patient looker on i

Judge not the play, before the play is done :

Her plot has many changes : every day
Speaks a r*cw fcene 3 the Jaft a<St crowns the play.

THE
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THE
SECOND BOOK.

r.

I S A I A H I. II.

You that walk in the light of y$ur own fint, and in the

fparks that ye havd kindled, ye Jhaii- lie down in

forroiv,

I.

DO, filly CupicJ, fnuff anc^ trim

Thy falfe, thy feeble light,

And make her felf-con/uming flames more bright;:

Methinks fhe burns too dim..

Is this that fprightly fire,

Whofe more than facred beams infpire

The ravifli'd hearts of men, and (o inflame defire ?

2.

See, boy, how thy unthrifty blaze

Confumes, how faft (he wanes ;

She fpends herfelf, and her, whofe wealth maintains

Her weak, her idle rays.

Cannot thy luftful blafl:.

Which gave it lurtre, make it lafl: ? [fo faft ?

What heart can long be pleas'd, where pleafure fpenda

3-

Go, wanton, place thy pale-face'd light

Where never-breaking day

Intends to vifit mortals, or difplay

Thy fullen (hades of night

:

Thy torch will burn more clear

In night's un-Titan'd hemifphere; fappcar.

Heav'ifs fcornful fiames and thine can never co-

in
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4-

In vain thy bufy hancJs addrefs

Their labour to difplay

Thy eafy blaze within the verge of day
j

The greater drowns the lefs I

If heav'n^s bright glory fhine,

Thy giimm'ring fparks muft needs refign

;

puiFout h^av'n's glory, then, or heav'n will work out

[thine.

5-

Go, Cupid's ramrnifli pander, go,

Whofe dull, whofe low defire

Can find fufficient warmth from nature's iire;

Spend borrow'd breath, and blow.

Blow wind made ftrong with fpite :

When thou haft pufF'd the greater light.

Thy leiTer fpark may fliinej and warm the new- made
[night,

6.

Deluded mortals, tell me, when
Your daring breath has blown

Heaven's taper out, and you have Tpent your own^
What fire fhall warm you then ?

Ah, fools ! perpetual night

Shall haunt your fouls with Stygian fright.

Where they fhall boil in flames, but flames fhall bring

[no light.

S. AU.
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S. AUGUST.
i:'he fufficUncy of my merits js, to knew thai my merit

is not Jufficicnt.

S, G R E G. Mor. XXV.

"By how much the lefs man feeth himjelf, by fo much the

lefs he difpleafeth himfelf\ and hy hovu much the more he

feeth the light ofgrace^ hy fo much the mre he difdaineih

the light of nature,

S. GREG. Mor.

The light of the underjianding^ humility kindleth^ atui

jride coverethk

EPIG. I.

Thou blow'ft heav *n'8 iire, the whilft thou go*ft about,

Rebellious fool, in vain, to blow it out

;

Thy folly adds confufion to thy death
j

Heav'n's fire confounds, when fann'd with folly's

[breath.

£ CCL K»*
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II.

E C C L E s. iv. 8.

nere Is no end of all his labour^ neither Is his e)efatlsfied

with riihes.

OHOW our widen'd arms can overftretch

Their own dimenfions ' How our hands can reach

Beyond their dillance ! How our yielding breaft

Can (brink to be more full, and full poileft

Of this inferior orb ! How earth refine'd

Can cling to fordid earth ! Pjow kind to kind I

We gape, we grafp, we gripe, add (lore to ftore ;

Enough requires too much ; too much craves more^,

We charge our fouls fo fore beyond their ftint.

That we recoil or burfl : the bufy mint

Of our laborious thoughts is ever going.

And coining new defires j dcfires not knowing
Where next to pitch ; but, like the boundlefs ocean.

Gain, and gain ground, and grow more ftrong by mo-
^^he pale-face'd lady of the black- ey'dnight [tion,

Firft tips her horned brows with eafy light,

Whofe curious train of fpangled nymphs attire

Her next night's glory with increafing fire
;

Each ev'ning adds more luftre, and adorns

The growing beauty of her grafping horns :

She fucks and draws her brother's golden ftore^

Until her glutted orb can fuck no more.
Ev'n fo the vulture of infatiate minds
Still wants, and wanting feeks, and feeking finds^

New fuel to increafe her rav'nous fire.

The grave is fooner cloy'd than men's defire :

We crofs the feas, and 'midft her waves we burn,
Tranfporting lives, perchance, that ns'er return j

3
' We
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We fack, we ranfack to the utmoft fands

Of native kingdoms, and of foreign lands ;

We travel fea and foil, we pry, we prowl,
We progrefs, and we prog from pole to pole

;

V7e Ip'thd our mid-day fweat, our mid-night ollj

We tire the night in thought, the day in toil :

We make art fervile, and the trade gentile

(Yet both corrupted with ingenious guile),

To conlpafs earth, and, with her empty ftore^

To fill our arms, and grafp one handfull more;
Thus feeking reit. Our labours never ccafe,

iSut, as our years, our hot defires increafe ;

Thus we, poor little worlds ! with blood and fweatj

In vain attempt to comprehend the great

:

Thus,, in our gain, beconie we gainful lofers

;

And what's inclofed, inclofes the ihclofers.

Now, reader, clofe thy book, and then advifc ;

Be wifely worldly, be not worldly wife ;

Let not thy nobler thoughts be always raking

The world's bafc dunghill ; vermin's took by taking :

Take heed thou truit not the deceitful lap

Of wanton Delilah ; the vi^orld's a trap.

HUGO
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HUGO de Anima.

Tell me, where be thofe now, that fo lately loved and

hugged the world? Nothing reniaineth of them hut dujl a'nd

tuorms : obferve what thofe men are ; what thofe men
were : they were like thee ; they did eat, drink, laugh,

and led merry days ; and in a ?no?ne?it Jlipt into hcU,

Mere, their flejh is foodfor wcj-rns ; there, their fouls ars

fuel for fire, till they fhall he rejoined in an unhappyfel-
lowfhip, and cafi into eternal torments ; where they that

were once companions inftn, fhall be hereafter partners in

funifhment.

EPIG. 2.

Gripe, Cupid, and gripe ftill, until that wind.
That's pent before, find fecret vent behind :

And when th'aft done, hark here, I tell thee what.
Before I'll truft thy armfuU, I'll trull that.

Vol. I. V Job
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III.

Jo B xviii. 8.

fie is caji into a net by his civn feet^ and. walketh upon

a fnare»

WHat ! nets and quiver too ? vMzt tieed there ali

Thefe fly devices to betray poor men ?

Die they not faft enough, v^^hen thoufands fall

Before thy dart P what need thefe engines, thenf

Attend they not, and anfwer to thy call,

'Like nightly coveys, where thou lift and when?
What needs a ftratagem, where ftrength can fway ?

Or what needs ftrength compel,where none gain*

,{fay?

Or what needs ftratagem or ftrength, where hearts

fobey i

2.

HuftDand thy fleights ^ it is but vain to wafte

Honey en thofe that will be catch*d with gall

;

Thou canft not, ah ! thou canft not bid fo faft

As men obey : thou art more ilow to call

Than they to come j thou canft not make fuch haftc

To ftrike, as they, being ftruck, make haftetofall*

Go fave thy nets for that rebellious heart

That fcorns thy pow'r, and has obtained the art

T'avoid thy flying (haft, to quench thy liry dart.

3-

Loft mortal ! how is thy deftru£lion fure.

Between two bawds, ^d both without ttmor(c I

The
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The one's a linp, the other is a lure;

This, to intice thy foul ; that, to enforce :

Wav-laid by both, how canft thou ftand fecure ?

That draws ; this wooes thee to th'eternal curfe.

O charming tyrant 1 how haft thou befool'd

And 'flav'd poor man, that would not, if hecould^

Avoid thy line, thy lu-re ; nay, could not, if he would I

4-

Alas ! thy fweet {Perfidious voice betrays

His wanton ears with thy Syrenian baits j

Thou wrapp'ft his eyes in mifts, then boldly lays

Thy Lethal gins before their cryflal gates
;

Thou lock'ft up €\*vy {^e with thy falfe keys,

AD willing prisoners to thy clofe deceits :

His car moft nimble, where it deaf ftiould be;
His eye moft blind, where moft it ought to fee

;

And when his hcan*s moft boond, then thinks himfeiif

[moft free.

5-

Thau grand impofter ! how haft thou obtained

The wardfhip of the world 1 Are all men turned

Ideots and lunatics ? Are all retained

Beneath thy fervile bands ? Is none return'd

To his forgotten felf ? Has none regained

His fenfes ? Are their fenfes all adjourn'd ?

What, none difmifsM thy court ? Will no plirmp^

Bribe thy falfe fifts to make a glad decree^ [fee

T'unfool whom thou haft fool'd, and fet thy prisoners

[free I

F2 S.BERN.
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S.BERN, in Ser.

In this ivorld Is much treachery^ little truth ; here^ all

fh'ngs are traps ; here^ every thing is befet with fnares %

here^ fouls are endangered^ bodies are affiiSled 5 here^ all

things are vanity and vexation offpirit.

EPIG. 3.

Nay, CapW, pitch thy trammel where thou pleafe.

Thou canft not fail to take fiich iifh as thcie »

Thy thriving fport will ne'er be fpent : no need

lo fear, whenev*ry core's a worldj, thou'U Tpee^^.

Ho SiE A
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IV,

H o s B A xiii. 3,

They Jhali he as the chaff that is driven with a whirl-

wind out of the Jioor^ and as the fmoke out of the

chimney,

FLiht-hearted Stoics, you, whofe marble eyes

Contemn a wrink'e, and whofe fouls dcfpife

To follow nature's too afFec^ed fafhion,

Or travel in the regent walk of pafTion
j

Whofe rigid hearts difdain to fhrink at fears.

Or play at faft and loofe, with Irniles and tears
;

Come, burft your fpleens with laughter to behold

A new-found vanity, which days of old

Ne'er knew : a vanity, that has befet

The world, and made more flaves than Mahomet:
That has condemn'd us to the fervile yoke
Of flavery, and made us flaves to fmoke.

But ftay, why tax I thus our modern times,

For new-born follies, and for new-born crimes ?

Are we fole guilty, and the firft age free?

No, they v/ere fmok'd and flav'd as v/ell as we;
f fure.

What's fweet-lipt honor's blaft but fmoke?What's trea-

But very fmoke ? And what more fmoke than pleafure ?

Alas ! they're all but fhadows, fumes, and blafts ^ -

l^hat vanilhes, this fades, the other waftes.

The reftlefs merchant, he that loves to fteep

His brains in v/ealth, and lays his foul to ileep

In bags of bullion, fees th' immortal crown.
And fain would mount, but ingots keep him down :

He brags to-day, perchance,, and begs to-morrow:
He lent but iiowj wants credit now to borrow ;

F 3 BJow
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Blow winds, the treafure'sgone, the merchant's broke;
A flave to filver's but a flave to fmoke.
Behold the glory-vying child of fame,
That from, deep wounds fucks fuch an honor'd namej
That thinks no purchafe worth the ftyle of good,
^ut wlvat is fold for fwcat, and fealM with blood*;.

That for a point, a blaft of empty breath.

Undaunted gazes in the face of death
;

Whofe dear-bought bubble, fiirdwith vain renown^
Breaks, with a filip, or a gen'rars frown :

His ftroke-got honor ftaggers with a ftroke;
A flave to honor is a flav€ to fmoke.
And th^t fond fool, who waftes his idle days
In loofe delights and fports about the blaz^
Of Cupid's candle; he that daily fpies

Twin babies in his miftrefs' Gemini's,
Whereto his fad devotion, does impart,

Th^ fweet burnt-oiFering of a bleeding hearts

§ee, how his wings are iindg'd in Cyprian fire,.

Whofc flames confume with, youth, in age expire ;

The world's a bubble ; all the pleafures in it,;

Like -raGrning vapors, vanifh in a minute :

The vapors vanifli, and the bubble's broke;

A flave to pleafure, is a flave, to fmoke.

Now, Stoic, ceafe thy laughter, and repaft

Thy piikled ckeeks with tear?, ai\d wegp as.faft.

.*, HURON.
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S. HIERON.
That rich man li greats who thinieth not htmfelfgreat

hecaufe he is rich : the proud man {who is the poor man)

hraggeth outwardly but beggeth inwardly : he is blown

zipy but notftdL

PET. RAY.
Vexation and anguijb accompany riches and honor : the

pomp of the worlds and the favor of the people, are hut

fmoke, and a blaji fuddenly vanijhing : which if they com^

monly pleafe, commonly bring repentance j and, for a mi-

nute ofjoyy they bring an age offorrow

»

EFIG: 4.

Cupid, thy diet's flrange : it dulls, it roufes
;

Ijt cools, it h^ats ; it binds, and then it loofcs :

©ull-fprightly-cold-hot fool, if e'er it winds thee

lato.a.loofenefs once, take heed^it hinds thee.

J ^ O T»
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P R o V. xxiii. 25.

IJ^ilt thoufet thhie ey£S upon that which is not? far rUbcs

make themfelves wings ^ they Jiie away as an eagle,

I.

FALSE worW, thou ly'ft : thou canft not lend
The leaft delight

:

Thy favours cannot gain a friend,

They are fo flight

:

Thy morning pleafures make an end
'

To pleafe at night

:

Poor are the wants that thou fupply'il :

And yet thou vaunt'ft, and yet thou vy*ft Hy'^*
With heav'n ; fond earth, thouboaft'ft ^.falfe world,thou

2.

Thy babbling tongue tells golden tales

Of endlefs treafure ;

Thy bounty offers eafy fales

Of lading pleafure

;

Thou afk'fl the confcience what flie ails,

And fwear'lt to eafe her r

There's none can want where thou fupply'ft ;

There's none can give where thou deny'ih

Alas ! fond world, thou boaft'ftj falfe world, thou ly'il^i^^

3-

What well-advifed ear regards

What earth can fay'?
'

Thy. wxxrds are gold, but thy rewards

Are painted clay :

Tfcj



c^, _— O:

ISooa Qmne quod liic micatJbinun eft





Boor II. EMBLEMS. 69

Thy cunning c^ but pack the cards,

Thou canfl not play :

Thy game at weakefr, ftill .thou vy'ii * ;

If feen, and then revy'd, deny'ft ; [^y'^«

Thou art not what thou feem'ft ; fahfe worlds thou

4-

Thy tinfel bofom feems a mint

Of new-coin'd trsafurej

A paradife, that has no ftint.

No change, no meafure ;

A painted cafk, but nothing in't,

Nor wealth, nor pleafure :

Vain earth ! that faifely thus comply *ft

With man i
vain man, that thou rely'il

C^)'*^^-

On earth -, vain, man, thou doat'ft j vain earthy thou

5-

What mean dull fouls, in this high meafure.

To haberdaifli

In earth's bafe wares, whofe greatefi treafure

Is drofs and trafh ;

The height of whofe inchanting pleafure

Js but a fiafli f

Are thefe the goods that thou fupply'ft

Us mortals with ? Are thefe the high'ft?

Can thefe bring cordial peace ? Falfe world, thou ly'ft.

* pyji, a word ufed at carc'f j i, e, to challenge.

VET.
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PET. BLES.
Ihe world is deceitful : her end is douBtful ; her con-

chfion horrible ; her judge is terrible j and her punijh^

went is intolerable,

S.AUGUST. Lib. ConfefT.

7'he vain glory of this world is a deceitfulfwcetnefs^ a

fruitlefs labour^ a perpetualfear^ a dangerous honor : hen

beginning is without providence^ and her end not wiihoat

repentance.

EPIG. 5.

World, thou*rt a traitor ; thou haft ftamp*(l thy bafe

And chymic metal with great Caefar^s face.

And with thy baftard bullion thou haft bartered

For wares of price i how juftly drawn and cjuartcr'ir

Job
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vr.

Job vi. 31.

JLd not him that is deceived, truft in vanity
; for vanity

jhall be his r^compeme,

1.

BElieve hef fitit5lier glafs ^ifrufes

FalFe portraitures : thou canft efpy

No true reHe^tion : fhe abufes

Her-mif-inform'd beholder's eye ;

Her cryftal's falfely fteel'd ; it fcatters

Deceitful beams ; believe her not, (he flatter**

2.

This flaring mirror reprefents

No right proportion, view, or feature

:

Her very looks are <:ompliments ;

They make thee fairer, goodlier, greater:

The fkilful glofs of her refle6lion

-But paints the context c^ thy coarfe complexion,

3.
Were thy dimenfion but a flride.

Nay, wert thou ftature'd but a fpan^

uuch as the long-bilTd troops defy'd,

A very fragment of a man !

She'll make thee Mimas, which you will.

The Jove flain tyrant, or th' Ionic hill.

4-

Had furfeits, or th' ungracious ftar,

Confpir'd to make one common place

Of all deformities that are

Within the volume of thy facc^

3 She'd
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She'd lend the favor fliould outmove
The Troy-bane Helen, or the Queen of Love.

Were thy confume'd eftatc as poor
As Laz'rus or afflided Job's :

She'll change thy wants to feeming flore.

And turn thy rags to purple robes ;

She'll make thy hide-bound flanlc appear

As plump as theirs that feaft it all the year.

6.

Look offj let not thy optics be
Abus'd : thou feeft not what thou fhould'ft ':

Thyfelfs the objea: thou lhould*ft fee.

But 'tis thy fhadow thou behold'ft :

And fhadows thrive the more in ftaturCj

The 'nearer we approach the light of nature-.

7-

Where heav'n's bright beams look more direct

j

The fhadow (brinks as they grow ftronger.

But when they glance their fair afpe£i:,

The bold-face'a ihade grows larger, longer

:

And when their hmp begins to fall,

Th' increafing fhadows lengthen molt of all*

8.

The foul that feeks the noon of grace,

Shrinks in ; but fwells, if grace retreat.

As Heav'n lifts up, or veils his face.

Our felf-efteems grow lefs or great.

The leaft is greateft ;. and who fhall

Appear the greatefi, ace the Jeaft of all.

HUGO
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HUGO Lib. de Anima.

In vain he Ufteth up the eye of his heart to behold his

God^ who is not firjl rightly advifed to behold himfelf

:

firji^ thou mufl fee the vtftble things ofthyfelf before thou

canjl he prepared to know the invijible things of Gcd\

for if thou canfi not apprehend the things within thee^

thou canfl not comprehend the things above thee : the bejl

looking-glafs^ wherein to fee thy God^ is^ perfectly to fee

thyfelf

EPIG. 6.

Be not deceivM, great fool : there is no lofs

In being fmall ; great bulks but fvvell with drofs.

Man is Heav'n's mafter-piece : if it appear
More great, the value's lefs 3 if Icfs, more dear.

Vol. r. G D e u-
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VII.

Deuteronomy xxx. ig.

I have fet before thee life and death^ ^i^Jpng and curjing j

therefore chufe life^ that thou and thyfeed may live.

THE world's a floor, whofe fwelling heaps retain

The mingled wages of the ploughman's toil 5

The world's a heap, whofe yet unv/innow'd grain

Is lodg'd with chafF, and bury'd in her foil :

All things are mixt, the ufeful wit:i the vain ;

The good with bad, the noble with the vile:

The world's an ark, wherein things pure and grofs

Prefent their lofsful gain, and gainful lofs.

Where ev'ry dram of gold contains a pound of drofs.

2.

This furnifhM ark prefents the greedy view

With all that earth can give, or Heav'n can add;

Here lading joys ; here pleafures hourly new,
And hourly fading, may be wifh'd and had :

All points of honor, counterfeit and true,

Salute thy foul, and wealth both good and bad

:

Here may'fl thou open wide the two-leav'd door

Of all thy wifties, to receive that ftore,

Which, being empty moft, does overflow the more*

3-

Come then, my foul, approach this royal burfe.

And fee what wares cur great exchange retains ;

Come, come; here's that fhall make a firm divorce

Betwixt thy \vants and thee, if want complains

;

No
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No need to fit in council with thy purfe, [pains

:

Here's nothing good fhall coft more price than-

But, O my foul, take heed ; if thou rely

Upon thy faithlefs optics, thou wilt buy
Too bJind a bargain : know, fools only trade by th'eye.

4.

The worldly wifdom of the foolifli man
Is like a fieve, that does alone retain

The grofler fubflance of the worthlefs bran :

But thou, my foul, let thy brave thoughts difda^i

So coarfe a purchafe ; O be thou a fan

To purge the chaft, and keep the winnowM grain ,

Make clean thy thoughts^ and drefs thy mixt de-

[ fires

:

Thou artHcav*n*s taHcer ; and thy God requires

The purcft of thy flour, as well as of thy fires.

5-

Let grace condu£l thee to the paths of peace.

And wifdom blefs the fouPs unblemifh'd ways i

No matter, then, how ftiort or long's tke leafe,

Whofe date determines thy felf- number*d days

:

No need to care for wealth's or fame's increafe.

Nor Mars his palm, nor high Apollo's bays.

Lord, if thy gracious bounty pleafe to fill

The floor of my defires, and teach me flcill

To drefs and chufe the corn, take thofe the chafF that

[will.

G 2 S. AU-
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S.AUGUST. Lib. i. de Doa. Chrifti.

Temporal things more rav'ijh in the expeSfaiioriy than

in fruition: but things eternal^ more in the fruition than

ix'peSiaticn,

Ibide^m.

The life ofman is the middle between angels andheajis :'

if man takes pJeafure in carnal things, he is compared t9

heafls ; but if he delight in fpiritual things^ he is fuited

ivith angels.

EPIG. 7.

Are thou a child. ? Thou Wilt not then be fed

But like a child, and with the children's bre^d :

But thou art' fed with corn, or chafF undreft ;

My fouj, thou favour'ft too much of th© bcaf^.

Philip-
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VIIL

Philippians iii. 19, 20.

Th^ mind earthly things : hut eur c$nverfatlon is in

heaven^

Venus. Divine Cupid.

flaby:

Ven,\jn'}izt means this peevifh babe ? Whlfh, lui-

^^ What ails my babe, what ails my babe to

Will nothing flill it ? Will it neither be [cry ?

Pleas'd with the nurfe's breafl, nor mother's knee ?

What ails my bird ? What moves my froward boy
To make fuch whimpering faces ? Peace, my joy :

Will nothing do ? Come, come, this peevifh brat,.

Thus cry and brawl,, and cannot tell for what ?

Come, bufs and friends, my lamb; whifti, Iullaby»

What ails my babe, what ails my babe to cry ?

Peace, peace, my dear ; alas ! thy early years

Had never faults to merit half theft tears
;

Come, fmile upon me : let thy mother {^y
Thy father^s image in her baby's eye :

Hufband thefe guilty drops againft the rage

Of harder fortunes, and the gripes of age f
Thine eye's not ripe for tears : whifli, luliabv;

What ails my babe, my fweet-face'd babe to cry f

Look, look, what's here ! A dainty, golden thing ;

See how the dancing belh turn roimd and rin?.

To pleafe my bantling ! Here's a knack will bree-d

An bundled kiiies ; here's a knack indeed,

G 3 So^
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o;>, now my bird is white, and looks as fair

As Pelop's fhoulder, or a milk-white pair

:

Her-'s right the father's fmile ; when Mars beguiPd
,Sick Venus of her: heart, juft thus he fmileM.

D I V I N E C U P ID.

Well may they fmile alike ; thy bafe-bred boy
And his bafe fire had both one caufe, a toy:
How well their fubjeds and their fmlles agree I

Thy Cupid finds a toy, and Mars found thee

:

Falfe queen of beauty, queen of falfe delights.

Thy knee prefents an emblem, that invites

Man to himfelf, whofe felf-tranfported heart

(O'erwhelmM with native forrows, and the fmart
Of purchas'd griefs) lies whining night and day.

Not knowing why, till heavy-heel'd delay.

The dull-brow'd pander of defpair, lays by
His leaden bufkins, and prefents his eye

With antic trifles, which th' indulgent earth

Makes proper objects of man's childifli mirth.

ThQCe be the coin that pafs, the fweets that pleafe ;

i'here's nothing good, there's nothing great but thefe

:

Thcfe be the pipes that bafe-born minds dance after.

And turn immod'rate tears to lavifh laughter;
' Whilft heav'nly raptures pafs without regard ;

Their firings are harfh, and their high ftrains unheard

:

The ploughman's whiftle, or the trivial flute.

Kind more refpedt than great Apollo's lute»

vVe'Il look to Heav'n, and truft to higher joys

:

Let fwine love hulks, and children whine for toys.

S. Berh
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S. BERN.
That is the true and chief joy, which is not conceived

Jrotn the creature^ but receivedfrom the Creator ; which

(bein^ oncepoffeft thereof) none can takefrom thee: where-

to all pieajure being compared is' torment^ all joy is griefs

fweet things are bitter^ all glory is bafenefsy and all de-

leSiable things are defpicable,

S. BERN.
^oy^ in a changeablefubjeSiy mufl neceffarily changp as

the fubjeSi changetb.

EPIG. 8.

Peace, childifh Cupid, peace : thy finger'd eye

But cries for what, in time, will make thee cry.

But are thy peevifli wranglings thus appeas'd ?

Well may'ft thou cry, that art fo poorly pleas'd.

Isaiah
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IX.

I S AI AH X. 3.

fVhat will ye da in the day ofyour vifitation P to whom
will ye flie for help ? and when will ye leave your

glory ?

I.

IS this that jolly God, whofe Cyprian bow
Has (hot fo many flaming darts,

And made fo many wounded beauties go
, Sadly perplex'd with whimp'ring hearts ?

Is this that fov'reign deity, that brings

The flavifh world in awe, and flings

The blundering fouls of fwains, and flops the hearts

[of kings f

2.

What Circaean charm, what Hecataean fpite

Has thus abus'd the god of love ?

Great Jove was vanquilh'd by his greater might;.

(And who is flronger-arm'd than Jove ?)

Or has our luflful god perform'd a rape.

And (fearing Argus' eyes) would 'fcape

The view of jealous earth, in this prodigious fhape I

3-

Where be thofe rofy cheeks, that lately fcorn*d

The malice of injurious fates ?

Ah ! Where's that pearl port-cullis * that adorn 'd

Thofe dainty two-leav'd ruby gates ?

Where be thofe killing eyes that facontroll'd

The world, and locks that did infold [gold ?

Like knots of flaming wire, like curls of burnifh'd

* Port-cuUii (a term. of. fortification}, i.e. a grate dropt dovrn, to

flop a gate-wajfi.
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4-

No, no, 'twas neither Hecataean fpite.

Nor charm below, nor pov/'r above ;

*Twas neither Circe's fpell, nor Stygian fprite.

That th,us tr^nsform'd our god of love ;

'Twas owl-ey'd luft (more potent far than they)

Whofe eyes and adions hate the day :

Whom all the world obferve, whom all the world

[obey.-

See, how the latter trumpet's dreadful blaft

Affrights ftout Mars his trembling fon !

See, bow be ftar^les ! how he ftands aghaft.

And fcrambles from his melting throne !

Harlc, how the direful hand of vengeance tears

The fv^'elt'ring clouds, whilft heav'n appears

A circle fili'd v/ith flame, and centre'd -with his fears f

6.

This is that day, whofe oft report hath worn
Negledlcd tongues of prophets bare -,

The faithlefs fubjedt of the worldlings fcorn,

The fum of men and angels pray'r

:

This, this the day, whofe all-difcerning light

Ranfacks the fecret dens of night

And fevers good from bad -, true joys from falfe de-

[light.

7.

You grovMing worldlings, you, whofe wifdom trades

Where light ne'er (hot his golden ray.

That hide your adlions in Cimmerian fhades.

How will your eyes endure this day ?

Hills will be dead, and mountains will not hear;

,
There be no caves, no corners there [fear.

To fh^de your fouls from fire, to (hield your hearts from

HUGO.
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HUGO.
the ixtreme loathjomenefs offlejhly luft^ which not

inly effeminates the mind, hut enerves the body ; which
mt only diflaineih the foul, but difguifeih the perfon ! It

is ujhered with Jury and wantonnefs : it is accompanied

withfithinefs and uncleannefs j and it is followed with

grief and repentance.

EPIG. g.

What I fv^rcet-facc'd Cupid, have thy baftard trcafure.

Thy boafted honors, and thy bold-face*d pleafure,

Perplex'd thee now ? I told thee long ago.

To what theyM bring thee, fool ; to wit, to u>#/.

NAHUli
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N A H U M ii. 10.

She is empty^ and void^ and wajie*

SHE'S empty: hark,{he founds, there's nothing there
But noife to fill thy ear

;

Thy vain inquiry can at length but find

A blaft of murm'ring wind :

It is a-caik, that feems as full as fair.

But merely tunn'd with air :

Fond youth, go build thy hopes on better grounds ;

The foul that vainly founds

Her joys upon this world, but feeds on empty founds.

She's empty : hark, {he founds : there*s nothing in't.

The fpark-engend'ring flint

Shall fooner melt, and hardeft raunce * fhall firft

Difiblve, and quench thy thirft;

Ere this falfe world ftiall ft ill thy ftormy breaft -

With fmooth-face'd calms of reft.

Thou may'ft as well expe(5^ meridian light

From lliades ofblack-mouth'd night.
As in this empty world to find a full delight.

» JLamKt 3 i. e. a dry, mouldy <rufi of bread.

She's
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3-

She's empty : hark, (he (bunds ; 'tis void and vafl:

;

What if fome flatt'ring blaft

Of flatuous honor (hould perchance be there.

And whifper in thine ear ?

It is but wind, and blows but where it lifl-.

And vani(heth like mift.

Poor honor earth can give I What gen'rous mind
Would be fo bafe, to bind

Her heav'n-bred foul a flave to ferve a blaft of wind ?

4.

She's empty : hark, (he founds : 'tis but a ball

For fools to play withal

:

The painted film but of a ftronger bubble.

That's line'd with filken trouble :

It is a world, whbfe work and recreation

Is vanity and vexation ;

A hag, repair'd with vice-complexion'd paint,

A queft houfe of complaint

:

It is a faint, a fiend ; worfe fiend, when moft a faint.

5-

She's empty : hark, (he founds : 'tis vain and void.

What's here to be enjoy 'd

But grief and ficknefs, and large bills of forrow.

Drawn now, and crofs'd to-morrow?

Or what are men, but pufFs of dying breath,

Reviv'd with living death ?

Fond lad, O build thy hopes on furer grounds

Than what dull fle(h propounds :

Truft not this hollow world , (he's empty ; hark, (he

[founds.

S. CHRYS.
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S. CHRYS. inEp. ad Heb.

Contemn riches^ and thou Jh'alt he rich ; contemn glory

^

and thou /halt be glorious ; contemn injuries , and thou Jhalt

he a conqueror \ contemn reft^ and thou Jhatt gain reji j

contemn iarth^ and thou Jhalt find heaven*

HUGO Lib. de Vanit. Mundl.

77;^ world is a vanityy which affordeth neither beauty

to the amorous, nor reward to the laborious^ nor encoU"

ragement to the indujirious.

EPIG. 10.

This houfe is to be lett for life or years

;

Her rent is forrow, and her income tears :

Cupid, 't has long ftood void ; her bills make knowfli
She muft be dearly lett 3 or let alone.

Vot.L ft Matth.
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XI.

Matth. vii. 14,

Narrow is the way that leadeth unto Itfe^ and few there

he that find it,

PRepoft'rous fool, thou ftroul'ft * amlfs
;

Thou err'ft ; that's not the way, 'tis this.

Thy hopes, inftru6led by thine eye,

M^ike thee appear more near than I

;

My floor is not fo flat, fo fine.

And has more obvious rubs than thine :

'Tis true, my way is hard and flrait,

And leads me through a thorny gate,

Wiiofe rankling pricks are fliarp and fell ;

The common way to heav'n's by hell.

'Tis true, thy path is ftiort and fair,

And free from rubs : Ah ! fool, beware.

The fafeft road's not always ev'n ;

The way to hell's a feeming heav'n.

Think'ft thou the crowji of glory's had

With idle eafe, fond Cyprian lad ?

Think'ft thou that mirth, and vain delights.

High feed, and fliadow-fhort'ning nights,

Soft knees, full bags and beds of down,
Are proper prologues to a crown ?

Or canft thou hope to corne and view.

Like profp'roHS Caefar, andiubdue ?

The bond-flave ufurer will trudge 5

In fpite of gouts, will turn a drudge,

And ferve his foul-condemning purfe,

T' increafe it with the widow's curfe :

* 7roul'jix i. e. roll a ball,

An4
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And (hall the crown of glory fland

Not worth the waving of an hand ?"

The flefhly wanton, to obtain

His minute- luft, will count it gain

To lofe his freedom, his eftate.

Upon fo dear,, fo fweet a rate :

Shall pleafures thus be priz*d, and muft

Heav'n's palm be cheaper than a luft ?

The true-bred fpark, to hoife his name
Upon the waxen wings of fame,

Will fight undaunted in a flcod

That's rais'd with brackilh drops and blood : ^

And fhall the promis'd crown of life

Be thought a toy, not wcrth a ftrife ?

An eafy good brings eafy gains ;

But things ofjjrice are bought with pains.

The pleafing way is not the right

;

He that would conquer heav'n, muH fight.

H2 S. HIE-
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S, H I E R O N. in Ep.

No labor is hard, no time is kng^ wherein the glory ef
eternity is the mark we level at,

S. GREG. Lib. vili. Mor.

^The valour ofaju.fi man is^ to conquer theflejh^ to cm-
tradiSi his own will^ ts quench the delights of the prejent

lifey to love and endure the miferies of this ivorld for the

reward ofa better .^ to contemn thefatteries of projperity^

and inwardly to overcome thefears of adverfty.

EPIG. II.

Copid, if thy fmoother way were right,

1 fhould miftruA this crown were counterfeit.

The way's not eafy, where the prize is great

;

I hope no virtues, 'where I fmell no fwcat,

G A I. A T«
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G A L A T. vi. 14.

Godforbid that Ifiould glory^ fave in the crofs.

r.

CAN nothing fettle my uncertain breaft.

And fix my rambling love ?

Can my affections find out nothing beft,

But (till and flill remove ?

Has earth no mercy ? Will no arlc of reft

Receive my reftlefs dove ?

Is there no good, than which there's nothing high'r, .

To blefs my full defire

With joys that neverchange ; ,:with joy^ that re*cr

[expire I :

2i

I wanted wealth ; and, at my dear requefl-.

Earth lent a quick fupply ;

I wanted mirth, to charm my fullen brealt

;

And who more brifk than I ?

I wanted fame, jto glorify the refl
;

My fame flew eagle- high :

My joy not fully ripe, but all decay'd,

Wealth vanifh'd like a fhade
;

My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade. .

3-

The world's an ocean, hurry 'd to and* fro

With ev'ry blaft of p^on :
-

Her luftfulJ ftreams, when either ebb or ilo*^.

Are tides of man's vexation :

H 3 They.
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They alter daily, and they daily grow
The worfe by alteration :

The earth's a cafk fujl-tunn'd, yet wanting meafure ;

Hei precious wine is pleafure

;

Her yeil * is honor's pufF^ her lees f are worldly trea-

[fure.

4-

My truft is in the crofs : let beauty flag

Her loofe, her wanton fail ;

Let count'nance-gilding honor ceafe to brag

In courtly terms, and vail

;

Let ] itch-bred wealth henceforth forget to wag
Her bac'e, though golden, tail j

FaliV beauty's conqueft is but real iofs.

And wealth but golden drofs ;

Beft honor's but a blail : my truft is in the crofs*

5-

My truft is in the crofs ; there lies my reft

:

My faft, my fole deh'ght

:

Let cold-mouth'd Boreas, or the hot-mouth'd Eaft>

Blow till they burft with fpite ;

L«t earth and hell confpire their worft, their beft.

And join their twined might ;

Let fhow'rs of thunderbolts dart round and wound me.
And troops of fiends furround me.

All this may well confront ; all this ihall ne'er con-
[found me..

• Te/}f or yeajl ; i. e. barm., ufcd for fermentation of liquors..

•f-
Lets, the ietUemeJit, oi dreg? at bottom.

S. AUG,
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S. AUGUST.
Chr'iji^s crofs is the chnji-crcfs of all cur happmefs ; it

delivers us from all bVindmfs of error.^ and enriches our

darknefs ivith light ; it refloreth the troubledfoul to refi ;

it hringeth fhangers to God's acquaintance j it maketh

rewite foreigners near neighbours ; // cutteth off difcord \

concludeth a league of everlajiing peace s and is the bmth'

ieous author of all good,

S. BERN, in Ser. de Refur.

We find glory in the crofs ; to us that are faved^ it h
ihe power of God^ and the fulkiefs of all virtues *

EPIG. 12.

I followM reft ; reft fled, and foon foribok me

:

I ran from grief
; grief ran, and overtook me»

What fhall I do ? Left I be too much toft

On worldly crofTes, Lord^ kt me be craft.

Paov.
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XIII.

pR O V. XXvi. H.

As a dog returneth to his vomit, fo a fo9l retnfneth to

his folty.

OI am wounded ! and my wounds do fmart

Beyond my patience, or great Chiron's art

;

I yield, 1 yield the day, the palm is thine
; [mine.

Thy bow's more true, thy fhaft's more fierce, than

Hold, hold, O hold thy conqu'ringhand. What need

To fend more darts ? the firft has done the deed :

Oft have we ftruggled, when our equal arms

Shot equal {hafts, infli£led equal harms ;

But this exceeds, and, with her flaming head,

Twy-fork'd with death, has ftruck my con fcience dead.

But muft I die ? ah me I if that were all.

Then, then I'd ftroke my bleeding wounds, and call

This dart a cordial, and with joy endure

Thefe harlh ingredients, where my griefs my cure.

But fomething whifpcrs in my dying ear.

There is an After-day ; which day 1 fear.

The fl«nder debt to nature's quickly paid,

Difcharge'd perchance with greater eafe than made j

But if that pale-face'd ferjeant make arrefl:.

Ten thoufand a£lions would (whereof the leaft

Is more than all this lower world can bail)

Be enter'd, and condemn me to the jail

Of Stygian darknefs, bound in red-hot chains,

And gripe'd with tortures worfe than Titian pains.

Farewel my vain, farewel my loofe delights;

Farewel my rambling days, my rev'ling nights

;

'Twas
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'Twas you betray*(d me firft ; and when ye found

My foul at Vantage, gave my foul the wound*:

Farewel my bullion • gods, whofe fov'reign looka

So often catchM me with their golden hooks

:

Go feek another flav^e ; ye all muft go ;

I cannot ferve my God and bullion too.

Farewel falfe honor; ycu v/hofeairy wings

Did mount my foul above the thrones of kings ;

Then flatter'd me, took pet, and, in difdain,

Nipt my green buds ; then kick'd me down again :

Farewel my bow ; farewel my Cyprian quiver
5

Farewel dear world, farewel dear world for ever.

O, but this moft delicious world, how fweet

Her pleafures relifh ! Ah ! how jump f they meet
The grafping foul, and, with their fprightly fire.

Revive and raife, and roufe the wrapt defire !

For ever f O, to part fo long ! what, never

Meet more ? another year, and then for ever :

Too quick refolves do refolution wrong
;

What, part fo foon, to be divorce*d fo long ?

Thingf to be done, are long to be debated
;

Weav'n is not (ky*d^ Repentance is not dated,

* BuUm
J X. c, gold or filvcr Ih the mftTs ; put for richps,

t J^ i «• «• fi'; or tally witii,

S. AU.
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S. A U G U S T. lib. de Util. agen. Pcen,

Go up^ my foul^ 'into the tribunal of thy confcience : ther»

fit thy guilty felf before thyfelf: hide not thyfelf behind

thyfelf leji God bring theeforth before thyfelf

S. AUGUST, in Soliloq.

In vain is that ivajhing^ where the nextfm defileth : he

hath ill repented, whojefins are repeated: thatflomach is

the ivorfe for vomitings that lickeih up his vomits

A N S E L M.

^dd hath promifed pardon to him thai repenteth j hut

hi hath mt promifed repentance to him thatfnncth.

EPIG. 13.

Brain-wounded Cupid, had this hafty darf,

As it has prick'd thy fancy, pierce'd thy heart,

'T had been thy friend : O how hath it dcceivM thee I

For had this dart but kiird, this dart had fav'd thee.

Peo V,





B.ir.^w^

Poft lapfixm. fartras afto.



Bi^o«:IL EMBLEMS. 95

XIV,

P R O V. XXIV. 16.

A juji man falleth /even times, and rifeth again ; hut

the wicked Jhall fall into tnijchief,

'

I.

y nr^IS but a foil at beft, and that's the moft

X Your fkill can boaft:

My ilippVy footing fail'd me ; and you tript^

Juft as I flipt

:

My wanton weaknefs did herfelf betray

With too much pjay :

I was too bold j he never yet flood fure.

That ftands fecure ;

Who ever trufted to his native ftrength.

But fell at length ?

The title's craz'd *
j the tenure is not good.

That claims by th* evidence of fiefh and blood.

2.

Boaft not thy fkill ; the righteous man falls oft.

Yet falls but foft

:

There may be dirt to mire him, but no ftones

To crufh his bones :

What if he ftaggers ? nay, put cafe he be
Foil'd on his knee ?

That very knee will bend to heav'n, and woo
For mercy too.

The true-bred gamefter ups afrefh, and then
Falls to*t again

;

Whereas the leaden-hearted coward lies,

And yields his conquer'd life, or craven*d f dies.

• Crfl^Vj i. c. weak. f Craw/jWj i. e, conquer'd.

2 Boaft
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3-

Boaft not thy conqueft ; thou that ev'ry hour
Fall*ft ten times low'r ;

Nay, haft not pow*r to rife, if not, in cafe.

To fall more bafe :

Thou wallow'ft, where I flip ; and thou doft tumble.
Where 1 but ftumble :

Thou glory'ft in thy flav'ry's dirty badges,

And fall'ft for wages :

Sour grief and fad repentance fcours and clears

My ftains with tears ;

Thy falling keeps thy falling ftill in ure * j

But when I flip, I ftand the more fecure.

4-

Lord, what a nothing is this little fpan,

We call a M A N 1

What fenny trafh maintains the fmothVing fifes

Of his defires !

How flight and fliort are his refolves at longeft

!

How weak at ftrongeft !

O, if a fmnef, held by that faft hand,

Can hardly ftand ;

Good God ! in what a defp*rate cafe are they.

That have no ftay I

Man's ftate implies a neceflfary curfe : [worfe,

Whsn not himfelf, he's mad -, when moft himfelf, he's

6. AM«
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S. A M B R O S. in Ser. ad VIncula.

Peter Jiood more firmly after he had lamented hh fall^

than before he fell\ infomuch that he found more grace

^

than he lofl grace,

S. CHRYS. in Ep. ad Heliod. Monach.

// is no fuch heinous matter to fall affiidled^ as, being

down^ to lie dejeSled, It is no dangerfor a foldier to re^

ceive a wound in battle, but, after the wound received^

through defpair of recovery, to refufe a remedy ; for we
often fee wounded champions wear the palm at Iqfl^ and,

afterfghty crowned with viSfory^

EPIG. 14.

Triumph not, Cupid, his mifchance doth (hew
Thy trade ; doth once, what thou doft always do :

Brag not too foon ; has thy prevaih'ng hand
Foird him ? ah fool, th'haft taught him how to fland.

Vol. I. I Jer.
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XV.

J £ R. XXXU, 40.

I will put my fear in their hearts^ that they Jhall not

departfrofn me.

SO, now the fours fublimeM j her four defires

Are recalclne'd * in heav'n's well-temper'd fires :

The heart reflore'd and purge'd from drofly nature.

Now finds the freedom of a new-born creature;

It lives another life, it breathes new breath
j

It neither fears nor feels the fting of death ;

Like as the idle vagrant (having none)

That boldly f *dopts each houfe he views, his own;
Makes ev'ry purle his chequer :|: ^ ::.nd^ at pleafure.

Walks forth, and taxes all the world, like Caefar;

At length, by virtue of a juft command.
His fides are lent to a feverer hand ;

Whereon his, pafs, not fully underftood.

Is taxed in a manufcript of blood ;

Thus paft from town to town ; until he come
A fore repentant to his native home

:

Ev'n fo the rambling heart, that idly roves

From crimes to fin, and uncontroul'd removes

From luft to luft, when wanton flefh invites

From old worn pleafures to new choice delights j

At length, corrected by the filial rod

Of his offended, but his gracious God,
And lafti'd from fins to fighs ; and, by degrees,

From fighs to vows, from vov/s to bended knees j

From bended knees to a true penfive breaft

;

From thence to torments not by tongue expreft

;

•* Recakined : to cakine, is, with chymifts, to burn to a cinder.

•I"
''Dopts^ i. e, adopts, or makes his own.

j Che^uer-^ 3^ e= exchequer, or treafury,

3 Returns 5
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Returns; and (from his finful fe!f exil'd)

Finds a glad father, he a welcome child :

O then it lives ; O then it lives involv'd

In fecret raptures ; pants to be diflblv'd :

The royal off-fpring of a fecond birth,

Sets ope' to heav'n, and fhuts the door Lo earth •.

If love-fick Jove commanded clouds fhou!d"hap

To rain fuch fhow'rs as quicken'd Danae's lap :

Or dogs (far kinder than their purple mafter)

Should lick his fores j he laughs, nor v.'ecps the fafler.

If earth (heav'n*s rival) dart her idle ray
;

To heav'n, 'tis wax,— and to the wo: Id, 'tis c'a.-

;

If earth prefcnt delights, it fcorns to draw;
But, like the jet * unrubb'd, diidains thatHra'A'.

No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides it

;

No grief diilurbs it, and no error guides it

;

No good contemns it, iind no virtue blames it

;

No guilt condemns it, and ivj folly fiiames it i

No floth befots it, and no luli enthralls it -,

No fcorn afflids it, and no pafiion galls it

:

It is a cark'netf of immortal life

;

An ark of peace ; the lifts of facred ftrife;

A purer piece of endlefs tranfitory

;

A fhrine of grace, a little throne of glory

:

A heav'n born off-fpring of a new-born birth ;

An earthly heav'n 3 an ounce of heav'nly earth.

• Jet i i. e. black amber : which, nWd, ba« as attraftiv* quaiity.

•^ A cark'net } i. c* a n:cklace<

I 2 S. AU-
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S. AUG. de Spir. & Anima.

O happy hearty where piety affe5fcth^ where humility

fuhjefleth^ where repentance corre^eth^ where obedience

dire^teth^ where perfeverance perfe^eth^ where power pro^

ieSfeth^ where devotion projeheth^ where charity cQnnec-

teth,

S. G R E G.

Ul)';ch way foever the heart turneth itfelf (if, care^

,..//)' j, it jhall conmionly ohferve^ that in thoje very things

%ve lofe God^ in thofe very things we fhall find God: it

jhali find the heat of his power, in the confideration of

thofe things^ in the love of which things he was moji cold;

and by what things it felly perverted^ by thofe things it is

raifedy converted.

EPIG. 15.

My heart ! But wherefore do I call thee fo ?

I have renounce'd my int'reft long ago :

When thou wert falfe and fleiiily, I was thine;,

Mine weit thou never, till thou wert not mine.

THE





B JK.-^r^/i/.

To Thee my Croans^ asi'rriii, niv J^avr,? aspire

.
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THE
THIRD BOOK.
THE ENTERTAINMENT.

ALL you, whofe better thoughts are newly born.

And (rebaptize'd with holy fire) can fcorn

i'he world's bafe tra(h, whofe recks difdain to bear

Th' imperious yoke of Satan ; whofe chafte ear

No wanton fongs of fyrens can furprife

^Vith falfe delight ; whofe more-than-eagle eyes

Can view the glorious flames of gold, and gaze
On glitt'ring beams of honor, and not daze *

;

Whofe f^uls can fpurn at pleafure, and deny
The loofe fuggeftions of the flefh ; draw nigh.

And you, whofe am'rous, whofe i'de^ defires.

Would feel the warmth of thofe tranfcendent fires.

Which (like the riling fun) put out the light

Of Venus' ftar, and turn her day to night 3

You that would love, and have your paffions crownM
With greater happinefs than can be found
In your own wjfhes

; you that would affect

Where neither fcorn, nor guile, nor difrefpecl

Shall wound your tortur'd fouls ; that would enjov.
Where neither want can pinch, nor fullnefs cloy^

Nor double doubt afflicts, nor bafer fear

Unfiames your courage In purfuit ^ draw near.

Shake hands f with earth, and let your foul rtfpecl

Her joys no further, than h^r joys reflect

* Daz.e; i.^. be dazzled.

t SiahJtsrJi •Witt j i, e, take leave of.

I 3 Upon
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Upon her Maker's glory ; if thou fwim
In wealth, fee Him in all ; fee all in Him :

Sink'ft thou in want, and is thy fmall crufe fpent ?

See Him in want : enjoy Him in content

:

Conceiv'ft Him lodg'd in crofs, or loft in pain ?

in pray'r and patience find Him out again :

A'lake Heav'n thy miftrefs ; let no change remove
Thy loyal heart,—be fond, be fick of love :

What, if he ftop his ear, or knit his brow :

At length he'll be as fond, as fick as thou :

Dart up thy foul in groans ; thy fecret groan
Shall pierce his ear, fhall pierce his ear alone :

Dart up thy foul in vows : thy facred vow
Shall find Him out, where Heav'n alone fhall know :

Dart up thy foul in fighs : thy whifp'ring figh

Shall roufe his ears, and fear no lift'ner nigh ; [thou.

There's none, there's none fball know but Heav'n and
Groans frefh'd with vows, and vows made fait with
Unfcale his eyes, and fcale his conquer'd ears : [tears.

Shoot up the bofom-fhafts of thy defire,

Feather'd with faith, and double- fork'd with fire ;

And they will hit : fear not, where Heav'n bids come,

Heav'n's never deaf, bvt when man's heart is dumb.

Isaiah
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I.

Isaiah xxvi. g.

My foul hath defired thee in the night,

GOOD God ! what horrid darknefs doth furround

My groping foul ! how are my fenfes bound
In utter mades, and, muffled from the light.

Lurk in the bofom of eternal night

!

The bold-face'd lamp of heav'n can fet and rife.

And, with his morning glory, fill the eyes

Of gazing mortals; his vi£lorious ray^

Can chafe the fhadows, and reftore the day :

Night's bafhful emprefs, though fhe often wane.
As oft repents her darknefs, primes again

;

And, with her circling horns, doth re-embrace

Her brother's wealth, and orbs her filver face.

But ah ! my fun, deep-fwallow'd in his fall.

Is fet, and cannot fhine, nor rife at all :

My bankrupt wane can beg nor borrow light ^

Alas ! my darknefs is perpetual night.

Falls have their rifings, wanings ha^'e their primes.
And defp'rate forrows wait their better times :

Ebbs^have their floods, and autumns have their fprings;

All ftates have changes, hurry'd with the fwings
Of chance and time, ftill tiding to and fro ;

Terreftrial bodies, and celeftial too.

How often have I vainly grope'd about.

With lengthen'd arms, to find a paflage out.
That I might catch thofe beams mine eye defires.

And bathe my foul in thofe celeftial fiies f

Like as the hagard *, cloifter'd in her mew f.
To fcour her downy robes, and to renew

* Hagard; i. e. a wild hawk,
\ Mc^M

i
i. c, coop, or cage.

Her



104 EMBLEMS. Book III.

Her broken flags *, preparing t* overlook

The tim'rous mallard f at the Aiding brook,"

Jets X oft from perch to perch, from ftock
)|
to ground ;

From ground to window ; thus furveying round
Her dove-befeather'd prifon, till at length

(Calling her noble birth to mind, and ftrength

Whereto her wing was born) her ragged beak

Nips ofF her jangling jefTes**, ftrives to break

Her jingling fetters, and begins to bate §
At ev'ry glimpfe, and darts at ev'ry grate ^ :

Ev'n fo my weary foul, that long has been

An inmate in this tenement of fin,

Lock'd up by cloud-brow'd error, which invites

My cloifterM thoughts to feed on black delights.

Now fcorns her fhadows, and begins to dart

Her wing's dedres at thee, that only art

The fun fhe feeks, whofe rifing beams can fright

Thefe dufky clouds that make fo dark a night

;

Shine forth, great glory, ihine ; that I may fee

Both how to loath myfelf, and honor thee :

But if my weaknefs force thee to deny

Thy flames, yet lend the twilight of thine eye :

If I muft want thofe beams I wi{h, yet grant

That I, at leart, may wilh thofe beams 1 want.

-.v Flags', i.e. wjng-feathers.

-f
Mallard

'f
i. e. drake ( water-fowlj.

X Jets J
i. e, hops.

)|
Stock

'j
i. e. perch.

** J#^ ; i. e. levher thengs, that tied on the bcUs,

§ Bate
-J

i, e. flutter her wings.

^ Grate j i. e. lattice.

The above arje all terms in falconry*

S. AU-
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. Cap. 33.

There zuas a great dark cloud of vanity before mine

eyes^ fo that I cou^.d not fee the Sun of fuflice^ and the

Light of Truth : /, being the fon of darknefs^ was in-

volved in darknefs^ becaufe I knew not thy light : I was
blindy and loved my blin-lnefs^ and did walk from dark-

nefs to darknefs : but, Lord^ thou art my God, who hajl

led me from darknefs, and the Jhadow of death ; haji

called me into this glorious lights and behold^ Ifee.

EPIG. I.

My foul, chear up j what if the ni^ht be long,

Heav'n finds an ear, when finners hnd a tongue j

Thy tears are morning fhow'rs : Heav'n bids me fay.

When Peter** cock begins to crow, 'tis day.

Psalm
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II.

Psalm Ixlx. 5.

Q Lord^ thou knoweji my fooUjhnefsy and myfms are not

hidfrom thee»

SEEST thou this fulfome ideot ? in what meafure
He feems tranfported with the antic pleafure

Of childifh bawbles ? Canft thou but admire

The empty fullnefs of his vain defire ?

Canft thou conceive fuch poor delights as thefe

Can fill th' infatiate foul of man, or pleafe

The fond afpedt of his deluded eye ?

Reader, fuch very fools are thou and I

:

Falfe pufFs of honour ; the deceitful ftreams

Of wealth ; the idle, vain, and empty dreams

Of pleafure, are our trafEck, and enfnare

Our fouls, the threefold fubje6t of our care ;

We toil for traih, we barter folid joys

For airy trifles, fell our heav'n for toys :

We catch at barley-grains, whilft pearls (land by
Defpis'd ; fuch very fools are thou and I.

Aim'ft thou at honor ? does not th' ideot fhake it

In his left hand ? fond man, ftep forth and take it

:

Orwould'ft thou wealth ? fee now the fool prefents thee

With a full bafket, if fuch wealth contents thee

:

Would'ft thou take pleafure ? If the fool unftride

His prancing ftallion, thou may'ft up and ride :

Fond man, fuch is the pleafure, wealth, and honor

The earth affords fuch fools as doat upon her :

Such is the game whereat earth's ideots fly ;

Such ideots, ah ! fuch fools, are thou and L
Had
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Had rebel man's fool-hardinefs extended

No farther than himfelf, and there had ended.

It had been juft ; but, thus enrage'd, to fly

Upon th' eternal eyes of Majefty,

And drag the Son of Glory ifrom the breaft

Of his indulgent Father ; to arreft

His great and facred perfon ; in difgrace

To fpit and fpawl upon his fun-bright face

;

To taunt him with bafe terms, and, being bound.
To fcourge his foft, his trembling fides ; to wound
His head with thorns ; his heart with human fears ;

His hands with nails, and his pale flank with fpears j

And then to paddle in the purer ftream

Of his fpilt blood, is more than moft extreme ;

Great Builder of mankind, canft thou propound
All this to thy bright eyes, and not confound
Thy handy-work? O ! canft thou chufe but fee.

That made'ft the eye ? can aught be hid from thee ?

Thou feeft our pei-fons, Lord, and not our guilt

;

Thou feeft not what thou may 'ft, but what thou wilt

:

The hand that form'd us is inforce'd to be

A fcreen fet up betwixt thy work and thee :

Look, look upon that hand, and thou {halt fpy

An open wound, a thor'ghfare for thine eye
j

Or if that wound be clos'd, that paflage be
Deny'd between thy gracious eye and me.
Yet view the fear ; that fear will countermand
Thy wrath : O read my fortune in thy han^.

S.CHRYS.
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S. CHRYS. Horn. iv. Joan.

Fools feem to abound in wealthy when they want all

things ; they feem to enjoy happinefs^ when indeed they are

only moft miferable : neither do they underjland that they

are deluded by theirfancy^ till they be deliveredfrom their

folly.

S. GREG, in Mor.

By fo much the ?nore are we inwardly foolijh^ by how
much wejirive to feem outwardly wife.

EPIG. 2.

Rebellious fool, what has thy folly done ?

Controul'd thy God, and crucifyM his Son \

How fweetly has the Lord of Life deceiv'd thee !

Thou fhedd'ft his blood, and that ftied blood has fav*d

[thee.

P^ ALM
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III.

P S A L M vi. 2.

Have mercy. Lord, upon me, /fir I am ivesk 5 Lord,

bealme, for my bones are vexed.

Soul. Jesus.
S^uL \ H! Son of David, help. 7^/ What fin ful cry

Xj^ Implores the Son of David ? Soul. It is 1.

fef. Who art thou ? Soul. Oh ! a deeply-wounded
That's heavy laden, and would fain have reft, [breaft

Jef. I have no fcraps, and dogs muft not be fed,

Liice houfliold children, with the children's bread.

Soul, True, Lord j yet tolerate a hungry whelp

To lick their crumbs: O Son of David, help.

Jef. Poor foul, what ail'ft thou ? Soui. O I burn, l

I cannot reft j I know not where to fly, [^^y>

To find fome eafe ; I turn my blubber'd face

From man to man ; I roll from place to place,

T' avoid my tortures, to obtain relief.

But ftill am dogg'd and haunted with my grief:

My midnight torments call the fluggifli light.

And, when the morning's come, they woo the night.

Soul. Quench, quench my flames, and Twage thofe

[fcorching fires.

Jef. Canft thou believe my hand can cure thy grief?

Soul. Lord, I believe ; Lord, help my unbelief.

Jef. Hold forth thine arm, and let my fingers try

Thy pulfe : where, chiefly, doth thy torment lie ?

Soul. From head to foot ; it reigns in ev'ry part.

But plays the felf-law*d tyrant in my heart.

Vol. L K %/:
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'Jef, Canft thou digeft, canft rellfh wholfome food ?

How ftands thy tafte ? Soul, To nothing that is good.

All finful trafh, and earth's unfav'ry fluff,

1 can digeft and reliih well enough.

Jefus, Is not thy blood as cold as hot, by turns ?

Scut, Cold to what's good ; to what is bad, it burns.

Jef. How old's thy grief ? Soul. I took it at the fall,

"With eating fruit. Jef, 'Tis epidemical

:

Thy blood's infected, and th' infe<5lion fprung

From a bad liver : 'tis a fever ftrong

And full of death, unlefs, with preTent fpeed,

A vein be open'd : thou muft die, or bleed.

Soul. O I am faint and fpent : that lance that ftiall

Let forth my blood, lets forth my life withal

:

Mv foul wants cordials, and has greater need

Of blood, than (being fpent fo^ far) tr* bleed :

I faint already ; if I bleed, I die.

Jef, 'Tis either you muft bleed, fick foul, or I

:

My blood^s a cordial. He that fucks my veins,

Shall cleanfe his own, and conquer greater pains

Than thefe : chear up j this preciaus blood of mine

Shall cure thy grief^ my heart (hiill bleed for thine.

Believe, and view me with a faithful eye,

'X hy foul fiiall neither languifh, bleed, nor die.

S. AU.



Book lit EMBLEM S. I'li

S. AUGUST, lib. X. Confeii;

Lord, be merciful unto me ! Ah me ! behold, I hide not

piy luounds : Thcu art a Phyfician^ and lamftck ; thou

art merciful^ and i am rrAferalk*

S. GREG, in Pafloral.

wifdom^ with haw fwe'et art art do thy wine ari'(i

oil rejiore health to my healthlefl foul! How powerfuHy

mercifuly how mercifully powcrftd art thou! Poii^erftit.

for me, merciful to me I .\

EPIG. 3.

Canft thou be fick, and fuch a do<Sk»rby ?

Thou canit not live] unkfs thy Do<^or die I

Strange kind of grjtfj that finds no medVme goo4'^

To wag€ her pains, but the Phyfician** bloo^ t

IC 2 PsAtia
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IV.

P S A L M XXV. 1 8.

Looi upon rny affirm m4 my ^fl%n^ ^nd ferghe all

my Jim,

fTTJOTH work andilrokes } both lafh and labor too?

•X3 What more zoM Edom ot proud Afhur do ?

Stripes after ftripes ; iind blows fucceeding blows !

Lord, has thy fcourge no mercy, and my woes
No end ? my pains no eafe ? no intermiffion ?

Is this the ftate, is this the fad condition

Of thofe that truft thee j will ^hy goodnefs plcafa

T' allow no other favors ? none but thefe ?

Will not the rh^t'ric of nry tofmelits move f

Are thefe th^ fymptoms, thefe the fignp of love I

Is't not enough^ eAiovigh that I fulfill.

The toilfQnp?! uik of itby Uberjowp wiJl f

May not this labor expiate and purge
My fin, without th' addition of a fcourge ?

Look on my cloudy brow, how faft it rains

Sad (how'rs of fweat, the fruits of fruitleils pains

:

Behold thefe ridges, fee what purple furrows

Thy plough has made; O think upon thofe forrowi

That once were thine j O wilt thou not be woo*d
To mercy by the charms of fweat and blood ?

Canft thou forget that drowfy mount wherein
Thy dull difciples flept ? was not my fin

There punifh'd in thy foul ? Did not this brow
Then fweat in thine I were not thofe drops enow ?

Remember Golgotha, where that fpring-tide

Oerflow'd thy fov'reign, facramental fide

:

3 Ther*
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There was no fin, there was no guilt in thee, [me.

That caus'd thofe pains ; thou fweat'ft, thou bled'lt for

Was there not blood enough, when one fmall drop

Had pow*r to ranfom thoufand worlds, and ftop^

The mouth of juftice? Lord, I bled before

In thy deep wounds ; can juftice challenge more ?

Or doft thou vainly labor to hedge in

Thy loflbs from my fides ? my blood is thin^

And thy {[ee bounty fcorns fuch eafy thrift;

No, no, thy blood came not as loan, but gift.

But muft I ever grind ? and muit 1 earn

Nothing but ftripes ? O wilt thou difaltern*

The reft thou gav'ft ? haft thou perus'd the curfe

Thou laid'fl on Adam's fall, and made it worfe ?

Canft thou rep>ent c^ mercy ? Heav'n thought good
Loft man fhould feed in fweat; not work in blood :

Why doft thou woued th' already wounded breaft f,

Ah me ] my life is but a pain at beft :

I am but dying duft : my day's a fpan ;

What pleafure take^ft thou in the blood oTman?
Spare, fpare thy fcourge, and be not fo auftcre

:

Send fewer ftroke?, or lend more ftrength to bear^

* Dijalte.-n-j i. e. fet aGdc the alternate changes ofJlrJtes and ••-•.

comrooa toman>

S. BERr?.
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S. BERN. Horn. Ixxxi. in CJint.

Miferable man f JVha Jhall deliver me from the re"

proacb of this Jhatneftil bondage ? I am a miferable matty

hut afree man ; frec^ hecaufe a man ; miferable^ hecaufe

afervant : in regard of my bondage^ miferable ; in regard

ofmy will, inexcufeable : for my will^ that wasfree, be^

JIaved itjelfto fin, by affenting iofm \for he that commit'

iethfiuy is the fervant tofin.

E P I G. 4.

Tax not thy God : thine own defaults did" urge

This twofold punifliment ; the mill, the fcourge.

Thy fin's the author of thy felf-tormenting ;

Thou £Tind'ft for finning j fcourg'd for not repeating.

Jo.





B.m.^w/.T

Job .
lo • 9 •

^J7'r i/i iJiy Wrat/t cvjisu/ne nw ijiuie antu'

.



Book III. EMBLEMS. 115

V.

Job X. g.

Rememher^ I befeech thee, that thou haft made me as th^

clayy and wilt thou Iring me into duft again P

THUS from the bolbm of the new-made earth

Poorman was delvM *, and had his unborn birth I

The fame the ftufF, the fclf-fame hand doth trim

The plant that fades, the beaft that dies, and him :

One was their fire, one was their common mother^

Plants are his fifters, and the beaft his brother.

The elder too; beafts draw the felf-fame breath.

Wax old alike, and die the felf-fame death

:

Plants grow as he, with fairer robes array'd ;

Alike they flourifh, and alike they fade :

The beaft in fenfe exceeds him, and, in growth.

The three-age'd oak doth thrice exceeduhem both»

Why look'ft thou then fo big, thou little fpan

Of earth ? what art thou more in being man ?

I t, but my great Creator did infpire

My chofen earth with the diviner fire

Of reafon ; gave me judgment and a will

;

That, to know good j this, to chufe good from ill-i

He put the reins of pow'r in my free hand,
A jurifdidlion over fea and land

;

He gave me art to lengthen out my fpan

Of life,—and made me all, in being man

:

I +, but thy paflion has committed treafon

Againft the facred perfon of thy reafon :

Thy judgment is corrupt, perverfe thy will

;

That knows no good, and this makes choice of ill

:

* Delved', i. f» dug,

t h i. C. Aye*

Tbe
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The greater height fends down the deeper fall

;

And good decline'd turns bad, turns worfl of alL
Say then, proud inch of living earth, what can
Thy greatnefs- claim the more in being man ?

O but my foul tranfcends the pitch of nature,,

Borne up by th' image of her high Creator ;

Outbraves the life of reafon, and bears down
Her waxen wings, kicks ofF her brafen crown^
My heart's a living temple, t' entertain

The King of glory, and his glorious train :

How can I mend my title, then ? where can
Ambition find a higher ftyle than man ?

Ah ! but that image is deface'd and foil'd ;

Her temple's raze'd, her altars all defile'd;

Her veflels are polluted and diftain'd

With loathed luft, her ornaments profane'd j

Her oil-forfaken lamps and hallow*d tapers

Pat out; her incenfe breathes unfav'ry vapors.:

Why fweirft thou then fo big, thou little fpan

Of earth ? what art thou more in being man V
Eternal Potter, whofe bleft hands did lay

My coarfe foundation from a fod of clay.

Thou know'ft my flender veflers apt to leak j.

Thou know'ft, my brittle temper's grone to break r

Are my bones brafil, or my flelh of* oak f

O mend what thou haft made, what I have broke ::

Look, look with gentle eyes, and, in thy day
Of vengeance, Lord^ remember I am clay.

S. AW-
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. xxxli.

Shall I ajky who made me ? It was thou thai made/l

me^ without whom nothing was made : Thou art my
makery and I thy work» I thank thee^ my Lord God^

by whom I live^ and by whom all things fubjijl, hecauje

thou madejl me : I thank thee, O my Potter, becauje thy

hands have made me^ becaufe thy hands haveformed me*

EPIG. 5-

Why Tweirft thou, man, puft up with fame anJ purfc ?

Th' art better earth, but born to dig the worfe :

Thou came'ft from earth, to earth thou muft retufrt;

And art but earthi ca& from the womb to th' urn.

Job
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VI.

Job vli. 20.

1 have finned: what Jhall I do unto ihee^ O thou pre-

ferver of men f IVhy doji ihoufet me as a mark againji

^thee?

LORD, I have done ; and, Lord, I have mifdone ;

'Tis folly to conteft, to ftrive with one
That is too ftrong ; *tis folly to aflail

Or prove an arm that will, that muft, prevail.

IVe done, Tve done ; thefe trembl ing hand s have thrown
Their daring weapons down : the day's thine own ;

Forbear to ftrike, where thou haft won the field ^

The palm, the palm is thine : I yield, 1 yield*

Thefe treachVous hands, that were fo vainly bold

To try a thrivelefs * combat, and to hold

Self-wounding weapons up, are now extended

For mercy from thy hand ; that knee, that bended

Upon her guardleis guard f, doth now repent

Upon this naked floor ; fee both are bent,

And fue for pity : O my ragged wound
Is deep and defp'rate, it is drenchM and drown*4
In blood and briny tears : it doth begin

To flink without, and putrify within.

Let that viftorious hand, that now appears

Tuft in my blood, prove gracious to my tears :

Thou great preferver of prefumptuous man.
What ftiall I do ? What fatisfadion can

poor duft and afhes make ? O if that blood.

That yet remains unihed, were half as good

* Thrivelefs \ i, c. unrucccfsful.

1| A term ia fencing.

As
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As blood of oxen, if my death might be

An ofF'ring to atone my God and me,

I would difdain injurious life, and ft^nd

A fuitor to be wounded from thy hand.

But may thy wrongs be meafure'd by the fpan

Of life, or balance'd with the blood of man ?

No, no, eternal fin expecls for guerdon *,

Eternal penance, or eternal pardon :

Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away.

And pardon him that hath no price to pay
;

Enlarge that foul, which bafe prefumption binds ;

Thy juftice cannot ioofe what mercy finds;

thou that wilt not bruife the broken reed.

Rub not my fores, nor prick the wounds that bleed.

Lord, if th^l^peevifli infant fights and flies,.
.

With unpare'd weapons, at" his mother's eyes.

Her frowns (half mix*d with fmiles) may chance tq!

An angry love-tick on his arm, or fo; [^fhew

;

Where, if the babe but make a lip and cry.

Her heart begins to melt, and by-and-by
She coaks :|: his dewy cheeks ; her babe {he bliflcs.

And choaks her language with a thoufand kifTes,

1 am that child : lo, here I proflrate lie,

Pleading for mercy ; I repent, and cry

For gracious pardon : let thy gentle ears

Hear that in words, what mothers judge in tears :

See not my frailties, Lord, but through § my fear.

And look on ev'ry trefpafs through a tear :

Then calm thine anger, and appear more mild 5

Remember, th' art a father, I a child,

• Guerdon
I i. e. reward.

* Ccaks J i. e. ibothes.

§ through } i, e. fee tbroufh.

« S. BERN.
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S. BERN. Ser. xxi. in Cant.

Miferalle man ! Who Jhall deliver me from the rj^*

proach of this pameful bondage P I am a miferahk man^
hut afree fnan : free^ hecaufe like to God j miferahle^ be-

caufe again/} God. O keeper of mankind^ why haft thou

fet me as a Mark againft thee r* Thou haji fet me^ becaufe

thou haft not hindered me : it is juji that thy enemy Jhould

he my enemy \ and that he who repugneth thee^ Jhould rt^

pugn me : /, who am.(i^it^_tk^.f, ap^agfin^i t^yfetf

• ^..\u -^ :} '

EPia «;

But form*d, and fight ? But born, and then rebel t

How fmall a blaii will make a bubble fwell

!

But dare the floor afFront the hand that mad^ iti

So apt is dufl to By in's face that made it I

Job





B.m.^w/. 7

Job .13.24.

Jt(.ytrre me lord ; let mj- ,1*1 an> ftnd hn

And liidr iirrnrrr-lfir (rVrr/rv ,///(V /',rrr
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VIL

Job xiii. 24.

IVher&fore hidefl thm thy face^ and holdejl me for thine

enemy f

WHY doft thou fliade thy lovely face ? O why
Does that eclipfing hand fo long deny

The fiin-fhine of thy foul-enliv*ning eye \

Without that light, what light remains in me ?

Thou art my life, my way, my light ; in thee

I live, I move, and by thy beams I fee.

Thou art my life ; if thou but turn away.

My life's a thoufand deaths : thou art my way ;

Without thee. Lord, I travel not, but ftray.

My light thou art ; without thy glorious fight.

Mine eyes are darkened with perpetual night.

My God, thou art my w^ay, my life, my light.

Thou art my way ; I wander if thou fly :

Thou art my light ; if hid, how blind am I f

Thou art my life ; if thou withdraw, I die.

Mine eyes are blind and dark, I cannot fee;

To whom, or whither fhould my darknefs flee.

But to the light 5 and who's that light but thee?

My path is loft, my wand*ring fleps do ftray

;

I cannot fafely go, nor fafely ftay.

;

Whom ihould I feek but thee, my path, my way ?

Vol. I, [N°4] . L O, I
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O, I am dead : to whom fliall I, poor I,

Repair ? to whom fhall my fad afhes fly.

For life ? and where is life but in thine eye ?

And yet thou turn'ft away thy face, and fly'ft me;
And yet I fue for grace, and thou deny'ft me

;

Spcakj art thou angry. Lord, or only try*ft me ?

Unfcreen thofe heav'nly lamps, or tell me why
Thou fhade'ft thy f«ce ? perhaps thou think.*ft no eye

Can view thofe flames, and not drop down and die.

If that be all, (hine forth and draw thee nigh'rj

Let m^ behold and die, for my dcfire

Is, Phoenix- like, to perifh in that fire.

Death-conquer*d Laz'rus was redeemed by thee

:

If I am dead. Lord, fet death's pris ner free
j

Am I more fpent, or flink I worfe than he ?

If mv nuff'd life be out, give leave to tine f
My ihamelefs fnafF at that bright lamp of thine

;

O what's thy light the lefs for light'ning niine ?

If I have lofl: my path, great Shepherd, fay.

Shall I ill II wander in a doubtful way ?

-Lord, (hall a lamb of Ifra'l's fhecpfold ftray ?

Thou art the pilgrim's path, the blind man's eye.

The dead man's life : on thee my hopes rely;

If thou remove, 1 err, 1 grope, I die.

Difclofe thy fun-heams, clofe thy wings, and flay j

bee, iee how I am blind, and dead, and flray,

O thou that art my light, my life, my way.

f To tine, or //W j i. e. to liglit up,

s. Atr-
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S. A U G U S T. Soliloq. Cap. u

Why doft thou hide thy face ? Haply thou wilt foy^

none can fee thy face and live : Ah^ Lcrd^ lei me die^ that

J tnay fee thee ; let me fee thee^ that I may die : I would

not live^ hut die-, that I may fee Chrifi^ I defire diath
-^

that I maj live with Chrifl^ I defpife life,

A N S E L M. Med. Cap. v.

excellent hidings which is become my perfeclion ! lily

Godj thou hide/i thy treafurCy to kindle my dejire : thou

bidefi thy pearly to inflame the feeker ; thou dclayejf to

give, that thou mayefi teach me to importitm j femejt nn
tQ hiar^ to make me perfevere.

EPIG. 7.

ir Heav*n*s all-quick'ning eyes vouchfafe to fhiiie

Upon our fouls, we flight; [^ not, we whiiie :

Our equino6lial hearts can never lie

Secure beneath the tropics of that eye.

L 2 Jer.
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VIII.

Jer. ix. I.

that my head were waterSy and ?nine eyes a fountain of

tears, thai I might weep day and night,

[form

OTHAT mine eyes were fprings, and could tranf-

Their drops to feas ; my fighs into a ftorm

Of zeal, and facred violence, wherein

This laboring vefiel, Jaden with her fin.

Might fuiFer Aidden {hipwreck, and be fplit

Upon that rock, where my drench'd foul may fit,

O'erwhelm'd with plenteous paffion : O, and there

Drop, drop, into an everlafting tear !

Ah me ! that ev'ry Aiding vein that wanders

Through this vaft ifle, did work her wild meanders

In brackifti tears inftead of blood, and fwell

This flefti With holy dropfies, from whofe well,

Made warm with figlis, may fume my wafting breath,

Whiift I difTolve in fteams, and reek to death 1

Thefe narrow fluices of my dribbling eyes

Are much too ftrait for thofe quick fprings that rife.

And hourly fill my temples to the top

;

1 Cannot fhed for ev'ry fm a drop
;

Great Builder of mankind, why haft thou fent

Such fwelling floods, and made fo fmall a vent I

O that this flefti had been compos'd of fnow,

Inftead of earth ; and bones of ice, that (Oy

Feeling the fever of my ftn, and loathing

The fire i feci, I might have thaw'd to nothing I

O thou



B.JK.j^mA.fy.

Jer.g.i.

/V fAaf mine£ve.y. likjp'l''otintauis,w~vuld I'^cfift

To s-treitm ivith Tear-^-projixrrtiCTLcl to mv Sin .
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O thou that didft, with hopeful joy, entomb
Me thrice three moons in thy Jaboridus womb,
And then, with joyful pain, brought'fl forth a Ton,.

What, worth thy labor, has thy labor done ?

What was there, ah I what was there in my birth

That could deferve the eafieft fmile of mirth ?

A man was born ; alas ! and what's a man ?

A fcuttle full of duft, a meafure'd fpan

Of flitting time ; a furniih'd pack ^
, whofe wares

Are fullen griefs, and foul-tormsnting cares

:

A vale of tears, a vei'i^ei tunnM with breath.

By ficlcnefs broach'd, to be drawn out by death :

A haplefs, helplefs thing, that, born, does cry

To feed ; that feeds to live, that lives to die.

Great God and Man, whofe eye fpent drops fo often

For me, that cannot weep enough ; O Cohen

Thefe marble brains, and ftrilce this flinty rock;
Or, if the mufic of thy Peter's cock
Will more prevail, fill, fill my heark'ning ears

With that fweet found, that I may melt in tears f

I cannot weep, until thou broach mine eye^
O give me vent, or elfe Lburll, and dio:.

?, 3 S..A.KSr



126 EMBLEMS. Book III.

S. AMBROS. in Pfal. cxviii.

He that commits Jins to be wept for^ cannot weepfor

fins committed: and^ being himfelf moji lamentable^ hath

no tears to lament his offences,

NAZIANZ. Orat. ili.

Tears are the deluge offen^ and the world'sfacrifice^

S. HIERON. in Efaiam.

Prayer appeajes God^_ hut a tsar compels him: thai:

moves him^ this confrains him.

EPIG. 8,

Earth is an ifland ported round,with fears

;

Thy way to heav'n is through the fea ortears.

Jt is a ftormy pafTage, where is found

The wreck of many aihip, but no man drown'di

la^Ai^Mj





B.lIL.i?,7i/.^

PliOm 18.5.

In fi/fmv Wm.f the Snares o/'/)enfA fire /ri/n//

.

A/irf //eZ/.f H'fr.vtfert/.f orm^ni/'v rtir arnnruZ .
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IX.

Psalm xvili, 5.

The forrows of hell compaffed me about^ and ihefnares of

death prevented me*

IS not this type well cut, in ev*ry part

Full of rich cunning r iile'd with Xeuxian art ?

Are not the hunters, and their Stygian hounds,

Limn'd full to th' life \ didft'eyer hear the founds

Of mufic, and the lip-dividing breaths

Of the ftrong-winded horn, recheats *, and deaths,

Done more exa6l ? th' infernal Nimrods halloo ?

The lawlefs purlieus f ? and the game they follow?

The hidden engines, and the fnares that lie

So undifcover'd, fo obfcure'd to th' eye ?

The new-drawn net, and her entangled prey ?

And him that clofes it? Beholder, fay,

Is't not well done ? feems 't not an em'lous ftrtfe

Betwixt the rare-cut picture and the life-?

Thefe purlieu-men are devils j and the hounds
(Thofequick-nofe'dcanibals, that fcour the grounds^
Temptations ; and the game, the fiends purfue,

Are human fouls, which ftill they have in view
3

\VTiofe fury if they chance to 'fcape by flying, •

The fkilful hunter plants his net, clofe lying

On th' unfufpedled earth, baited with treafure.

Ambitious honour, and felf-wafting pleafure :

Where, if the foul but floop, death jftands prepare'd

To draw the net, and drown the fouls enfnare'd.

* Recheats: an hunting term j when the horn blcv/s to a retreati

frpm a fa lie fcent,

-f Burl'Kui ; i. e. forbidden groundi

.

3 Poor
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Poor foul ! how art thou hurry 'd to and fro I

Where canft thou fafely ftay ? where fafeJy go ?

If flay ; thefe hot-mouth'd hounds are apt to tear thee

:

If go; the fnares inelofe, the nets enfnare thee :

What good in this bad world has pow'r t' invite thee

A willing gueft ? wherein can earth delight thee ?

Her pleafures are but itch ; her wealth, but cares :

A world of dangers, and a world of fnares :

The clofe purfuers' bufy hands do plant

Snares in thy fubftance j fnares attend thy want

:

Snares in thy credit ; fnares in thy difgrace :

Snares in thy high eftate ; fnares in thy bafe

:

Snares tuck thy bed ; and fnares furround thy board :

Snares watch thy thoughts ; and fnares attach thy word ;

Snares in thy quiet ; fnares in thy commotion

:

Snares in thy diet; fnares in thy devotion :

Snares Ijurk in thy refoives ; fnares in thy doubt t

Snares lie within thy heart, and fnares without

:

Snares are above thy head, and fnares beneath :

Snares in thy ficknefs, fnares are in thy deaths

O ! if thefe purlieus be fo full of danger.

Great God of harts, the world's fole fov'reign ranger^

Preferve thy deer ; and let my foul be bleft

in thy fafe foreft, where I feek for reft

:

Then let the hell-hounds roar, I fear no iW

;

Roufe me they may», but have no pow*r to kill..

S. AM-
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S. AM B R O S. Lib. iv. in Cap. 4. Lues.

The reward of honors, the height of power, the deli-

cacy of diet, and the beauty of an harlot, are the fnares

cfthe devil,

S. AMBROS. de Bono Mortis.

Uplift thou feekefl pleafures, thou runnefl into fnares ;

for ihe eye of the harlot, is thefnare of the adulterer,

S A.V AN A R.

In eating, he fets befre us gluttony ', in generation^

luxury ; in labor, fuggijhnefs ; in converfmg, envy ; in

governing, ccvetoufnejs j in correSfing, anger ; in honor,

pride : in the heart, he fets evil thoughts ; in the mouth,

evil words
'f

in a^ions^ evil wcrks : when awake^ he

movis us to evil anions \ when afleep^ to filthy dreams*

EPIG. 9.

Be fad, my heart, deep dangers 'wait thy mirth :

Thy foul's way-laid by fea, by hell, by earth :

Hell has her hounds ; earth, fnares; the fea, a fhelfj

But, moft of all, my heart, beware thyfelf.

P S A 1. M
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X.

Psalm cxliii. 2.

Enter not into judgment with 4hy Jlrvant ; for in thy

fight Jhall no man living he jujiified,

Jesus. Justice, Sinner.

*- [mands

5V* T5^J"g forth the pris'ner, Juflice. y^.Thy com-
X)Areclone,juftjudg€: fee here the pris'nerilands.

fef What has the pris'ner done ? Say, what's the

[caufe

Of his commitment ? 'Juft* He hath broke the laws
Of his too gracious God ; confpire'd the death

'Of that great Majefty that gave him breath,

And heaps tranfgreffion. Lord, upon tranfgrellion.

Jef. How know'fl thou this ? Juf Ev'n by his cwn
His fins are crying; and they cryM aloud : [confeflion :

They cryM to heav'n, they cry'd to heav'n for blood.

y^Whatfay'ft thou, fmner? haft thou aught to plead.

That fentence fhould not paft ? Hold up thy head.

And (hew thy brafen, thy rebellious face.

Sin. Ah me ! I dare not : I'm too vile and bafe

To tread upon the earth; much more, to lift

Mine eyes to heav'n : I need no other (hrift *

Than mine own confclence : Lord, I muft confefs,

I am no more than duft, and no whit lefs

Than my indictment ftyles me ; Ah ! if thou

Search too fevere, with too fevere a brow.

What flefh can ftand ? I have tranfgrefs'd thy laws;

My merits plead thy vengeance ; not my caufe.

* Sbrtft\ i, e. confeflion J an old word for auricular confeflion, with

papift?.
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7«/. Lord,fhallI ftriketheblow? Jf/HoldJuftice,
Sinner, fpeak on j what haft thou more to fay / [ftay :

Sin. Vile as I am, and of myfelf abhorr'd,

I am thy handy-work, thy creature, Lord,

Stampt with thy glorious image, and, at firft,

Moft like to thee, though now a poor accurft,

Convi£led caitiff, and degen'rous creature, [greater.

Here trembling at thy bar. Ju/I. Thy fault's the

Lord, fhall I ftrike the blow? Jef. Hold, Juftice, ftay.

Speak, fmner j haft^hou nothing elfe to fay ?

Sin. Nothing but mercy^ mercy^ Lord ; my ftate

Is miferably poor and dcfperate :

I quite renounce myfelf, the world, and flee

From Lord to Jesus, from thyfelf to thee.

Ju^. Ceafe thy vain hopes ; my angry God has

Abufed mercy muft have blood for blood : [vow*d,

Siiall I yet ftrike the blov^ ? Je/, Stay, Juftice, holdj

My bowels yearn., my fainting blood grows cold.

To view the trembling wretch ; methinks, I fpy

My Father's image in the prisoner's eye,

JujL I cannot hold. Jef. Then turn thy thirfty

Into my fides, let there the wound be made : [blade
Chear up, dear foul ; redeem thy life with mine:
My foul ftiall fmart, my heart fhall bleed for thine.

Sin. O groundlefs * deeps ! O love beyond degree i

Th' offended dies to fet th' offender free,

* Crwndlefi j i, c. without bottom.

S.AU-



132 EMBLEMS. Book III.

S. A U G U S T.

Lord^ If I have done that^ for which thou mayeji damn
me ; thou haji not lojl that whereby thou mayejl Jave me.

Remember not^ fzueet Jefus^ thy jujiice againft thefinner^

but thy benignity towards thy creature : remember not to

proceed again/i a guilty foul^ but remember thy mercy to^

wards a miferable wretch : forget the infolence of the pro*

vohr, but behold the mifery of the invoker \ for what is

Jefus but a Saviour ?

A N S E L M.

Have refpeSf to what thy Son hath done for ms^ and

forget what my fins have done againjl thee : my fiejh hath

provoked thee to vengeance ; let the flejh of Chriji move

thee to mercy : it is much that my rebellions have deferved *,

but it is more that my Redeemer hath merited.

EPIG. 10.

Mercy of mercies ! He that was my drudge.

Is now my Advocate, is now my judge :

He fufFers, pleads, and fentences, alone

:

Three I adore, and yet adore but One.

Psalm





J^.ni /;/../

Pfalm 69 .15.

Thv nretched Si/^/f/trr/tA/rrm n fFaf'rv (rrni'r
.'
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XL

Psalm Ixix. 15.

i,^ Hot the vaater-flccd overfinv me, neither 1st the deep

fwallow me u^,

THE world's a fea; my flefh a (hip that's mann*J
With lab 'ring thoughts, and fteer'd by reafon's

My heart's the Teaman's card*,whereby (he fails
j
[hand;

My loofe affections are the greater fails

:

The top-fail is my fancy ; and the gufts,

That liil thefe wanton (heets, are worldly luds,

Pray'r is the cable, at whofe end appears

The anchor hope, ne'er flipp'd but in our fears :

My will's th* unconftant pilot, that commands
The ftaggVing keel j my fins are like the fands

:

Repentance is the bucket} and mine eye

The pump unus*d (but in extremes) and dry :

]\.ly conicience is the plummet that does prel's

7 hw deeps, but feldom cries, Ofathcvilcfi I

Smooth calm's fecurity j the gulf, defpair

;

My freight's corruption, and this life's my (zaQ. '.

My foul's the pafl'enger, confus'diy driv'n

From fear to fright; her landing "port is heav'n.

My feas are iiormy, and my fhip dotn leak
;

My failors rude; my fteerfnia.i f-m' ana weak;
My canvafs torn, it flaps from fide to fide

j

My cable's crack'd, my anchor's flightly ty'd
5

My pilot's craz^'d ; my ihipwreclc-fands are cloak'd
j

My bucket's broken, and m) pump is choak'd
5

I^iy calm's deceitful, and mv guli too nea.
;

My wares are flubbcr'd, and my fare's too dear

;

* Card,jbittt cable
j rea-teims, all of them proper and beautlAil.

Vol. I [No^-j .^^ ^^^
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My plummet's light, it cannot fink nor found
;

O, Oiall my rock-bethreaten'd foul be drown'd ?

Lord, ftill the feas, and fhield my fhip from harm ;

In{]:ru<£i: my failors, guide my fteerfman's arm :

T'ouch thou my compafs, and renew my fails

;

Send itifftr courage, or fend milder gales :

Make firong my cable, bind my anchor fafter;

Direct m.y pilot, and be thou his mafter :

Objecl: the fands to my more ferious view.

Make found my bucket, bore my pump anew :

New- caft my plummet, make it apt to try

Where the rocks lurk, and where the quickfands lie

;

Guard thou the gulf with love, my calms with care^

Cleunfe thou my freight ; accept my flender fare;

Refrefh the fea-fick pafll^nger ; cut fhort

His voyage j land him in his wifhed port:

Thou, thou, Vi'honi v.'inds and llcrmy feas obey.

That thro' the fca gav'ft grumbling Ifr'el way,

S:iy to my foul. Be fafej and then mine eye

Sh 11 fcorn grim death, altho' grim death ftand by.

O thou whofe ftrength-reviving arm did cherifti

Thy finking Peter, at the point to perifh.

Reach forth tny hand, or bid me tread the wave,

i'il <:ome, I'll come: the voice that calls will fave.

S. A M*
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S. A M B R O S. Apol. port, pro David. Cap. iii.

The confluence of lufi mah: a great ictnpejl^ which In

this fea dijiurbeth the feafaring Joul^ that reajon cannot

govern it,

S. AUGUST. Soliloq. Cap. xxxv.

PP^e labcnr in ihe hcijierous fea : tbou ftandejl Up6n the

jhore^ and feefi our dan^iVs \ give us gr&Ce i& hold a

middle courje betwixt Scyila and Chafybciisj that^ hth
dun^tri 6fca}idf wi fn&y urrm &t the pQri jUuNn

EPIG. IT.

My foul, the Teas arc rough, and thou a Granger

In thefe falfe coafts : O keep aloof j tbert's danger

Cad forth thy plummet i fee, a rock appears

:

Thy ihip wants fea-room j make it with thy tears.

Ml J OP,



136 EMBLEMS. Book M.

X[I.

Job xlv. 13.

that ihdu would/} hide me in the grave^ that thou

wouldjl keep me infecret^ until thy wrath be pajl

!

OWhither fliall I fly ? what p4th' untrod

Shall I feek out, to 'fcape the flaming rod

Of my offended, of my angry God ?

Where {hall I fojoui'n ? wh-at kind fea will hide

M/ head from thunder ? where ihall I abide.

Until his flames be quench*d or laid afide ?

What if my feet fhould take their hafty flight.

And feek prote<Slion in the fliades of night?

Alas ! no fhades can blind the God of light.

What if my foul fhould take the wings of day^
And find fome defer t ? If flic fprings away,

The wings of vengeance clip * as fall as they.

AVhat if fome folid rock fliould entertain

My frighted foul ? can tolid rocks reftrain

The ftroke of juftice, and not cleave in twain?

Nor fea, nor fliadc, nor fhiel^, nor rock, nor cave.

Nor filer.t defcrtf, nor the full en g:rave,

What flame e-e'd fury means to fmite, can fave.

The feas will part, graves open, rocks will fplit;

Tiie fhiclJ will cleave; the frighted ihidows flit :

Where Juftice aims, her fiery darts mufl hit.

^ f/./ ] i. t* cut thf z\', or fly.

No,
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No, no, if flern-brow'd vengeance means to thunder^

There is no place above, beneath, or under.

So clofe, but will unlock, or rive in funder.

'Tis vain to flee; 'tis neither here nor there

Can 'fcape that hand, until that hand forbear

;

Ah me ! where is he not, that's every-whcre ?

Tis vain to flee, till gentle mercy fnew
Her better eye ; the farther off we go.

The Iwing of juftice deals the mightier blow.

Th' ingenuous child, correcfled, doth not fly

His angry mother's hand ^ but clings more nigh.

And quenches with his tears her flaming eye.

Shadows are faithlefs, and the rocks are falfe ;

No truft in brafs, no trull: in marble walls
;

Poor cots are ev'n as fdfc as princes' halls.

Great God ! there Is no fafety here below

;

Thou art my fortrefs, thou that feem'ft my foe :

'Tis thou, that ftrike'it the flroke, muft guard the blow.

Thou art my God, by thee I fall or ftand

;

Thy grace hath giv'n me courage to withftand

All tortures, but my confcience and thy hana.

I know thy juftice is^thyfelf; I know,
Juft God, thy very felt is mercy too

j

if not to thee, where, whitner ihall I go ?

Then work thy will; if paifion bid me flee.

My reaibn (hall obey; my v/mc;s fhall be

Stretch'd out no further than from ihee to thee.

M 2 S. AU-
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S. AUGUST, in PfaL xxxiiu

Whither
fly

!•? Tdtvhat plate can Ifafelyfly ? tt> what
mountain ? to. what den ? to what flrong houfe ? what
cajile JhalL I hold? what walls fiall bold me ? whithirfo-

ever 1 go^ myfilflfolloweth me : for whaifoeaier fhsu hiijt^

O mariy thou mayeji^ hut thy own cmfcience : wherefoever

O Lord^ 1 go^ Ifind thee i if angry^ a revenger ; if <^p-

peafedy a redeemer : what Way have /> hut to
flyfrom tbe&

to theef That thou may^ avald thy Gody adikeji ioJ^fk

Lord.

Hath vengeance found thee ? can thy fears commaftd
No rocks to fhidd thee fmm her thund'ring hand?
Know'ft thou not where to ^fcape ? J 'li tell thee where \.

.My foul, make clean th^ confcieocc; hide theethene*.

Job
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XIIL

Job X. 20.

Are not my days few ? Ceafe then, and lei me akne^ that

I may tnke comfort a little^

Y glafs is half unfpent j forbear t'arrefl

^ , ^^ My thriftleis day too foon : my poor lequcft

Is, that my glals may. run but out ths reft.

My time-devoured minutes will be done

Without thy help > fee, ke how fwift they run :

Cut not my thread before my thread be fpun.

The gain*s not great I purchafe by this ft'ayj

What lofs fuftain'ft thou by fo fmall delay.

To.whom ten thoufand years arc but a day t

My foirwing eye can harify make a (hift

To count my winged hours y they fl.y (o fwifr^.

They fcarce deferve the bounteous name of g.i ft.

The fecret wheels of hurryin-g time do give

So {hort a warning, and' fo fait the.y dri.ve^

That I am dead before 1 fecm to live..

And what's a life? A weary pilgrimage^

Whofs glory,_ in one day, doth fill the ftage

With cnildnood, manhood, and decrepid age..

.

And what*^s a life ? The flourifhing array

Of the proud, fummer- meadow, wnich to-day

Wears her green plufh, and is to-morrow hay.

And what's a life ? A blaft fuftain'd with cloath'ng,

Maintain'd with food, retain'd with vile ieit-Ioathi:i2;,

Then weary of itfelf, a gain to nothing. Rtld
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Read on this dial, how the fhades devour
My Ihort-IivM winter's day; hour eats up hour

5

Aias I the total'sS but from eight to four.

Behold thefe lilies (which thy hands have made
Fair copies of my life, and open laid

To view), how foon they droop, how foon they fade [

Shade not that dial night will blind too foon

;

My non-age'd day already points to noon
;

How fimple is my fuit, how fmall my boon 1

Nor do I beg this flender inch, to while
The time away, or faftly to beguile

My thoughts with joy ; here's nothing worth a fmife.

No, no : 'tis not to pleafe my wanton ears

With frantic mirth, 1 beg but hours, not years ;

And what thou giv'ft me, I will give to tears.

Draw not that foul which would be rather led :

That Seed has not yet broke my ferpent's head j
fhall I die before my fins are dead i

Behold ihefe rags; am I a fitting guefl

To tafte the damties of thy royal feaft.

With hands and face unwafh'd, ungirt, unblefl ?

Firft, let the Jordan flreams, that find fupphes
From the deep fountain of my heart, arife

And cleanfe my fpots, and clear my lep'rous ^yc^,

1 have a world of fins to be lamented

;

I have a fea of tears that muft be vented :

O fp.are till then ; and then 1 die contented.

2 S. AU-
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S.AUGUST. Lib. de Civit. Del^ Cap. x.

The time 'juhereln we Uv£^ is taken from the /pace of
cu^ life ; and what remaineth^ is daily made lefs^ infomuch

that the time of our life is nothing but a paffage to death,

S. GREG. Lib. ix. Cap. xliv. in Job.

As msdtn-ate affli^ions bring tears, fo immodiraie take

away tears ; infomuch that that forrow biccmeth nofor-

roWi tuhichy Jwallowing up the mind of the aJfU^id^
taketb away thifmfe of the affli£iion»

EPIO. 13.

Fear'ft thou (0 go, when fuch an arm invftcs thee ?

Dread'ft thou thy loads of fin .^ or what affrights thee ?

If thou begin to fear, thy fear begins :

Fool, can he bear thee hence, and not thy fins I

Deut.
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XIV.

D E u T. xxxii. 29.

thai they mere wife^ that, they underfiood thisy that th<y

would confider their latter end!

Flesh. Spirit.

Fl, "^T THAT means my fifter's eye fo oft to pafs

VV Thro* the long entry of that optic glaf« \

Tell me j what fccret virtue doth invite

Thy wrinkled eye to fuch unknown delight ?

Sp. It helps the fight, makes things remote appear

In perfect view j it draws the objects near.

FL What fenfe- delighting obje£ts dolt thou fpy ?

What doth that glafs prefent before thine eye?

5^. I fee thy foe, my reconciled friend.

Grim death, Qv*n ftanding at the glafs's end :

His left haad holds a branch of palm; his right

Holds forth a two-edg'd fword. FL A proper fight.

And is this all ? Doth thy profpe<Slive pleafe

Th'abufed fancy with no (hapes but thefe ?

5^,^ Yes, I behold the darkened fun bereav*n

Of all his light, the battlements of heav*n

Swelt'ring in flames j the angel-guarded Son

Of glory on his high tribunal-throne
;

1 fee a brimftone fea of boiling fire,

And fiends, with knotted whips of flaming wire,

TortVing poor fouls, that gnafh their teeth in vain.

And gnaw their flame- tormented tongues for pain.

Look, fifter, how the queafy-ftomach'd graves

Vomit their dead, and how the purple waves

Scald their confumelefs bodies ; ftrongly curfmg.

All wombs for bearing, and all paps for nurfing.

FL Can
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Fl. Can thy diftemper'd fancy take delight

In view of tortures ? Thefe are fhows t' affright

:

Look in this glals triangular *, look here.

Here's that will ravifli eyes. Sp, What feefl thou there ?

Fl. The world in colours ; colours that dirtain

The cheeks of Proteus, or the iilken train

Of Flora's nymphs ; fuch various forts of hue.

As fun- confronting Iris never knew :

Here, if thou plcafe to beautify a town.

Thou may'ft; or, v/Ith a hand, turn't upfide dov^n ;

Here may'ft thou fcant or widen by the meafure

Of thine ov/n will ; make fiiort or long at pleafure ;

Here mav'ft thou tire thy fancy, and advife

With fhows more apt to pleafe more curious eves.

Sp. Ah fool 1 that doat'ft on vain, on prefent tovs.

And difrefpecl'ft thofe true, thofe future joys;

How ftrongly are thy thoughts befool'd, aJas !

To doat on goois that perifh with thy glafs ;

Nay, vaniih with the turning of a hand !

Were they but painted colours, it might ftand

With painted reafon that they might devote thee
j

But thincrs that have no bein^i to oefot thee !

Forefight of future torments is the way
To balk thofe ills which prefent jo3'S bewray.
As thou halt fool'd thyfelf, fo now come hither.

Break that fond glafs, and let's be wife to'^cther.

S. BONA-
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S. B O N AV E N T. de Contemptu Sacculi.

O that men would be wife^ and underjiand^ and fore-

feet Be wife^ to know three things: the multitude of

thofe that are to be da?nned; thefew number ofthofe that

are to he faved \ and the vanity of tranfitory things : un^

derjiand three things ; the multitude offins ^ the omijfion

cfgood thingsy and the lofs of time : forefee three things \

the danger of death^ the lafi judgment^ and eternal ^a-
nijhmcnt.

EPIG. 14.

What, foul, no further yet ? what, ne'er commence
Mafter in faith ? fiill bachelor of fenfe ?

Is*t infufHcie.-icy ? or what has made thee

O'erflip thy loft degree ? Thy lufts have ftaid thee.

Psalm
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XV.

Psalm xxx. lO.

Aiy life is/pent ivith grief̂ and my years withftghingn

'\X7'HAT fullen ftar ruleM my untimely birth,

^ ^ ThatWGuldnotlend my days onehourof mirth?
How oft have thefe bare knees been bent to gain

The flender alms of one poor fmile in vain !

How often, tire*d with the fadidious light,

Have my faint lips implore'd the ihades of night !

How often have my nightly torments pray'd

For lingering twilight, glutted with the fhade 1

Day worfe than night, night worfe than day appears;

In fears I fpenc my nights, my days \w tears

;

I moan uripity'd, groan without relief;

There is no end nor meafure of my grief.

The fmiling fiow'r falutes the day ; it grows
Untouch'd with care, it neither fpins nor fows

:

O that my tedious life were like this flow'r.

Or freed from grief, or finilh'd with an hour 1

Why was I born ? why was I born a man ?

And whyproportion'd by fo large a fpan ?

Or why fufpended by the common lot ?

And, being born to ^'\z^ why die I not ?

Ah me ! why is my forrow-vvailed breath

Deny'd the eafy privilege of death ?

The branded flave, that tugs the weary oar.

Obtains the fabbath of a welcome fhore

:

His ranfom'd ftripes are heal'd ; his native foil

Sweetens the memVy of his foreign toil ;

Vol. I. [N»5] N But
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But ah ! my forrows are not half fo bleft
;

My labour finds no point, my pains no reft :

I barter fighs for tears, and tears for groans,

Still vainly rolling Sifyphaean flones.

Thou juft obferver of our flying hours.

That, 'vvith thy adamantine fang, devours

The brafen mon'ments of renowned kings.

Doth thy glafs ftand ? or be thy moulting wings

Unapt to fl)''? if not, why doft thou fpare

A wiri.ng breaft, that hath but only breath

To beg a wound, and ftrength to crave a death ?

O that the pleafed heav'ns would once difTolve

Thefe flefhly fetters, that fo faft involve

My ham-per'd foul ! then would my foul be bleft

From all thofe ills, and wrap h^r thoughts in reft :

Till then, my days are months, my months are years;

My years are ages, to be fpent in tears :

My grief's entail'd upon my wafteful breath.

Which no recov'ry can cut off but death.

Breath drawn in cottages, puff'd out in moans.

Begins, continues, and concludes in groans.

I N N O-
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I N N O C E N T. de Vilitate Condlt. humanas.

O who ivill give mine eyes a fountain of iears^ that I

may bevjail the miferable ingrefs of mans andition ; the

finfid progrefs of man^s converfatlon ; the damnable egrtfs

in mans diJpAutiQiT ? I tuill conf.der with tears^ whereof

man %vas made, what man dcth, and what man h to d'i :

alls ! he is formed of earthy conceived infn, born to pu-

nijhment : he doth evil thitigs, which are not lawful -, he

doth filthy things, which are not decent ; he doth vain

thin^s^ which are not expedient.

EPIG. 15.

My heart, thy life's a debt by bond, which bears

A fecrec date j the ufe is groans and tears :

Plead not j ufurious nature will have all.

As well the int'reft as the principal..

N 2 THE
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THE
F O U R T H B O O K.

I.

Rom, vii. 23.

I fee another law in my memberSy warring againji the

law of my mind^ and bringing me into captivity to the.

law offm.
I.

OHOW my will is hurry'd to and fro.

And how my unrefolv'd refolves do vary I

1 know not where to fix; fometimes I go
This way, then that, and then the quite contrary :

i like, diOike ; lament for what I could not;
I do, undo; yet' ftiil do what I fhould not,

And at the felf-fan\e inftant will the thing I would not,

2.

Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts oppreft

With th' earth-bred winds of my prodigious will 3

Thus am I hourly toft from eaft to weft

Upon the rolling ftreams of good and ill

:

Thus am I driv'n upon the flipp'ry fuds

From real ills to falfe apparent goods

:

My life's a troubled fea, compos'd of ebbs and floods.

3-

The curious penman, having trimm'd his pnge

With the dead language of his dabbled quillj

Lets fall a heedlefs drop, then in a rage

Cafhiers the fruits of his unlucky ifkill

;

Ev'n fo my pregnant foul, in th' infant bud

Of her beft thoughts, ftiowVs down a coal-black

Of unadvifcd illsj, and cancels all her good, [flood

2 Sonie-
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Sometimes a fuddcn flafh of facred heat

Warmsmy chill foul, and fets my thoughts in frame 5

But foon that fire is fhoulder'd from her feat

By luftfulJ Cupid's much inferior flame.

I feel two flames, and vet no flame intire

;

Thus are the mongrel thoughts of mixt defire

Confume'd between that heav'niy and this earthly fire.

Sometimes my trafh-difdaining thoughts outpafs

The common period of terrene conceit

;

O then methinks I fcorn the thing I waSy
Whilft I fland ravifli'd at my new eflate :

But when th'Icarian wings of my defire

Feel but the warmth of their own native fire,

O then theymelt, and plunge within their wonted mire,

(
- ^-

.A I know the nature of my wav'^ring mind ;

I know the frailty of my fleflily will

:

My pafnon's eagle-eye'd; my judgment blind;

I know what's good, but yet make choice of ilT„-

When th' oftrich wings of my defines (hall be
So dull, they cannot mount the leaft degree^

Yet grant my fgul defire, but of defiring thee.

Nz S. BER-N:.
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S. BERN. Med. ix.

M'j heart is a vain hearty a vagabond and inJlahU

heart j while it is l^ by its own judgment^ and wanting

divine counfel^ cannot fubjiji in itjelf; andwhilft it divers

ways feeketh rej^^ findeth none, but remaineth miferable

through labory and void of peace: it agreeth not with it"

[elf it dijfintethfrom itfelf\ it altereth refolutions, changeth

the judgment^ frameih new thoughts^ .pulleth down the

old, and buildeth them up again : it willeth, and willeth

n^ot
'f
and never remaineth in the fameJiate,

S. AUGUST, de Verb. Apoft.

When it would^ it cannot \ hecaufe when it mighty it

would not ; therefore by an evil will man lofi his good,

pczuer,.

EPIG. I.

My foul, how are tliy thoughts difturb'd,.confin'd>

Enlarged betv/ixt thy members and thy mind !

Fix here or there ; thy doubt-depending caufe

Can ne'er exped one vexdid 'twixt two laws.

PsALM:
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II.

Psalm cxix. 5.

O that my ways Wire dire^ed to keep thyjiatuies!'

i\

THUS I, the objea of the world's difdain.

With pilgrim face furround the weary earth

:

I only relifh what the world counts vain ;

Her mirth's my grief; her fullen grief, my mirth ;.

Her light my darkncfs -, aud her truth my error.

Her freedom is my gaol s and her delight my terror.

2.

Fond earth ! proportion not my feeming love

To my long ftay ; let not thy thoughts deceive theey

Thou art my prifon, and my home's above

;

My life's a preparation but to leave thee

:

Like one that feeks a door, I walk about thee:

With thee I cannot live ; I cannot live without thee.

3-

The world's a lab'rinth, whofe anfraclucus * ways

Are all compos'd of rubs and crook'd meanders :

No refting here ; he's hurry 'd back that (iays

A thought; and he that goes unguided, wanders :

Her way is dark, her path untrod, unev'n
;

S hard's the way from earth ; fo hard's the way to heav'n

!

A'
This gyring f lab'rinth is betrench'd about

On either hand with ftreams of fulph'rous fire 5

Streams clofely Aiding, erring in and out.

But feeming pleafant to the fond defcrier :

Where, if his footfteps truft their own invention.

He falls without redrefs, and fmks without dimenfion,

* A'fraciuoui j i. c, winding about,
-J-

Cynng-^ i, e, full of turnings.

Where
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5-

Where fliall I feek a guide ? where (hall I meet
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces ?

What trufty lantern will d'lrcA my feet

To Ycape the danger of thefe dang'rous places ?

What hopes have I to pafs without a guide ?

Where one gets Mdy through, a thoufand fail befide,

6.

An unrequefled ftar did gently Aide

Before the wife men, to a greater light;

Backfliding Ifra'I found a double guide;

A pillar and a cloud— by day, by night

:

Yet in my defp'rate dangers, which be far

More great thaa theirs, I have no pillar, cloud, nor ftar*

7-
.

O that the pinions of a clipping* dove

Would cut my pafTage through the empty air

;

Mine eyes being feal'd, how would I mount above

The reach of danger and forgotten care !

JVly backward eyesfhould ne'er commit that fault,

Whofe lafting guilt (hould build a monument of fak,

8.

Great God, that art the flowing fpring of light.

Enrich mine eyes with thy refulgent ray :

Thou art my path ; dire£l my fteps aright;

I have no other light, no other way :

I'll truft my God, and him alone purfue
;

Hislawihall be my path 3 his heavenly light, my clue.

S. AU-^
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. Cap. iv.

O Lord^ who art the light^ the way^ the truth^ the

Ufe \^ In whom there is no Jarknefs, error, vanity, nor

death : the light, without^ which there is darkiiefs ; the

way^ ivithout which there is wandering ; the truth, with^

cut which there is error ; the life, without which there is

death : fay. Lord, Let there be light, and 1Jhallfee light,

and efchew darknefs ; IJhallfee the way, and avoid ^van-^

dering ; Ifljallfee the truth, andJhun error ; IJhall fee

Ufe, and efcape death : illuminate, O illuminate my blind

foul, iihich fttteth in darknefs, and the Jhadow of death ;

and dire6f myfeet in the way ofpeace.

EPIG. 2.

Pilgrim, trudge on i what makes thy foul complain^
Crowns thy complaint ; the way to reft, is pain

;

The road to refolution, lies by doubt

:

The next way home's the fartheft way about.

P^AtM
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III.

Psalm xvii. 5.

Stay my /leps in thy paths^ that my feet do not Jltde^

\ I.

WHene'er the old exchange of profit rings

Her filver faints-bell of uncertain gainsi

My merchant-foul can ftretch both legs and wings.
How I can run, and take unweary'd pains !

The charms of profit are fo ftrong, that I,

Who wanted legs to go, find wings to fly^

2,

If time-beguiling pleafure but advance
Her luflfuU trump, and blow her bold alarms,

O how my fportful foal can frifk and dance.

And hug that fyren in her twined arms ! [fure

The Iprightly voice of finew-ftrength'ning plea-

Can lend my bedrid foul both legs and Icifure,

If blazing honor chance to fill my veins

With flatt'ring warmth, and flafh of courtly fire.

My foul can take a pleafure in her pains :

My lofty flrutting fleps difdain to tire
;

My antic knees can turn upon the hinges

Of compliment, and fcrue a thoufand cringes.

4-

But when I come to thee, my God, that art

The royal mine of everlafting treafure,

The real honor of my better part.

And living fountain of eternal pleafure
5

How ncrvelefs are my limbs ! how faint and flow 1

I have no wings to fly, nor legs to go.

Sa
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5-

So when the ftreams of fwift-foot Rhine convey
Her upland riches to the Belgic fhore.

The idle veflel Aides the wat'ry way.
Without the blaft, or tug, of wind or oar :

Her flipp'ry keel divides the filver foam
With eafe ; fo facile i& the way from home !

6.

But when the home-bound vefTel turns her fails

Againft the breaft of the refifting ftream,

O then fhe Hugs ; nor fail, nor oar prevails
;

The llream is flurdy, and her tide's extreme

:

Each ftroke is lofs, and ev'ry tug is vain :

A boat-length's purchafe is a league of pain,

7-

Great All In all, that art my reft, my home

;

My way is tedious, and my fteps are flow:
Reach forth thy helpful hand, or bid me come;

I am thy child, O teach thy child to go :

Conjoin thy fweet commands to my defire.

And I will venture, though I fail or tire.

S. AU-
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^
-. Ser. XV. de Verb. Apoft.

ijfieafed at what thou art^ if thou defirifi

at thou art not : for where thou hafl pUa/ed

thou ahideft. But if thm fayefi, I have

u perijheji : ahjuays add^ always walk^ always

u'nh?.r jlandfl'tll^ rar £o hack^ nor deviate : he

ddeth_":lll^ proceedeth not; he goeth back^ that con»

:> not ; he deviateth^ that revolteth ; he goeth better

r^epeth in his wcfyy than he that runneth 6ta of hii

EPIG. 3.

Fear not, my foul, to lofe for want of cunning ;

Weep not ; heav'n is not always got by running.

Thy thoughts are fwift, although thy legs be flow

;

True love will creep, not having ftrength to go.

Psalm
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IV.

Psalm cxix. 120.

My flejh trsmbleth for fear of thee^ and I am afraid of
thy judgments,

LET others boaft of luclc, and go their ways
With their fair game; know, vengeance feldoni

To be too forward, but doth wifely frame [plays
Her backward tables for an after-game :

She gives thee leave to venture many a blot j

And, for her own advantage, hits thee not

;

But when her pointed tables are made fair.

That £he be ready for thee, then beware ;

Then, if a necelTary blot * be fet.

She hits thee ; wins the game ; perchance, the fet

:

If profp'rous chances make thy cafting high.

Be wifely temp'rate ; caft a ferious eye

On after- dangers, and keep back thy game ;

Too forward feed-times make thy harveft lame.

If left-hand Fortune give thee left-hand chances.

Be wifely patient 5 let not envious glances

Repine, to view thy gamefler's h?ap fo fair;

The hindmoU hound oft takes the doubling hare.

The world's great dice are falfe ; fometimes they go
Extremely high, fometimes extremely low :

Of all her gamerlers, he that plays the leaft,

lyives nioft at eafe, plays moft fecure and befl

:

The way to win, is to play fair, and fwear

Thyfelf a fervant to the crown of fear,

* Blot
J a term at backgammon,

Voi.I. [x\«5] O Fear
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Fear is the primer of a gamefter's fkill :

Who fears not bad, ftands moft unarm'd to ill.

The ill that's wifely fear'd, is half withftood i

And fear of bad is the beft foil to good.

True fear's th' elixir, which in days of old

Turn'd leaden crofles into crowns of gold :

The world's the tables ; flakes, eternal life :

The gameflers, heav'n and I ; unequal ftrife I

My fortunes are the dice, whereby I frame

My indifpofed life : this life's the game ;

My fms are feveral blots ; the lookers-on

Are angels ; and in death the game is done.

Lord, I'm a bungler, and my game doth grow

Still more and more unfhape'd ; my dice run low:

The flakes are great ; my carelefs blots are many :

And yet thou pafTefl by, and hit'fl not any :

Thou art too flrong ; and 1 have none to guide mc
With the leafl jog ; the lookers-on deride me :

It 4S a conquefl undeferving thee.

To win a flake from fuch a worm as me :

1 have no more to lofe ; if we perfevere,

'Tis lofl : and that once lofl, I'm lofl for ever.

Lord, wink at faults, and be not too fevere.

And I will ply my game with greater fear.

O give me fear, ere fear has pafl her date :

Whofe b'ot being hit, then fears, fears then too late.

S.BERN.
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S. BERN. Ser. liv. in Cant.

Tf?ere is nothing fo effe^ual to ohtaln grace^ to retain

grace^ and to regain grace^ as always to be found before

God not overwife^ but to fear : happy art th^u^ if toy

heart be replenifjcd %vith three fears -, afear for received

grace^ a greater fear for lojl grace^ a greatefl fear to

recover grace.

S. AUGUST. fuperPfal.

Prcfnt far begetteth eternal fecuriiy : fear God^

which is above all^ and 710 need to fear ?nan dt ail.

EPIG. 4.

Lord, (Iiall we grumble when thy flames do fcourge us?

Our fins breathe fire ; that fire returns to purge us.

Lord, what an alchymift art thou, whofc fkill

^'ranfmutes to perfect good, from perfed ill

!

O 2 Psalm
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V.

Psalm cxix. 37.

Turn away mim eyes fi om beholding vanity.

HOW like i\\t threads of flax,

That touch the flame, are my inflarne*d defires

!

How like to yielding wax.
My foul dillolves before thefe wanton fires !

The fire but touch'd, the flame but felt.

Like iiax, I burn j like wax, 1 melt.

2.

O how this ilefh doth draw
My fettered foul to that deceitful fire !

And how th' eternal law
Is baftled by the law of my defire !

How truly bad, how feeming good.

Are all the laws of flefh and blood !

3-

O wretched ftate of men.
The height of whofe ambition is to borrow
What muft be paid again

With griping int'reft of the next day's forrowf

How wild his thoughts ! how apt to range !

How apt to vary ! apt to change !

.
^'

Hov/ intricate and nice

Is man's perplexed way to man's defire !

Sometimes upon the ice

He flips, and fometimes falls into the fire;

His progrefs is extreme and bold.

Or very hot, or very cold.

The
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5-

The common food he doth

Suftain his foul-tormenting thoughts withal.

Is honey in his mouth
To-night, and in his heart to-morrow gall j

'Tis oftentimes, within an hour.

Both very fweet and very four.

6.

If fweet Corinna fmile,

A heav'n of joys breaks down into his heart:

Corinna frown a while,

Hell's torments are but copies of his fmart ;

Within a luilfuH heart doth dwell

A feeming heav'n, a very hell.

7-

Thus worthlefs, vain, and void

Of comfort, are the fruits of earth's employment^
Which, ere they be enjoy'd,

Diftracl us, and deftroy us in th' enjoyment

;

Thefe be the pleafures that are prize'd,

When Heav'n's cheap pen'worth ftands defpis'd.

Lord, quenrh thefe hafty flaHies,.

Which dart as lightning from the thund'ring (kles,

And ev'ry minute daflies

Againft the wanton windows of mine eyes ;

Lord, clofe the cafernent, whilfl: I ftand

Beneath the curtain of thy hand,

2 S. AU-



i62 E M B L E M S. Book IV.

S. AUGUST. Soliloq. Cap. iv.

O thou Sun, that illuminaieth both heaveh and earth f

woe be unto ihofe eyes which do not behold thee : woe be

unto thofe blind eyes which cannot behold thee : woe be unto

ihofe which turn aivay their eyes, that they will not behold

thee : woe be unto thofe that turn atvay their eyes^ thai

they may behold vanity,

S. C H RY S. Tup, Matt. xix.

ff^t)at is the evil woman but the enemy offriendjlnpy

tin avoidable pain, neceffary mifchief, a natural tempta-

tion, a defirable calamity, a domejtie danger^ a delegable

hicmvenience, and the nature of evil, painted over witk

the colour ofgoodf

EPIG. 5.

'Tis vain, great God ! to clofe mine eyes from i3I>

When I refolve to keep the old man ftiir;

My rambling heart muft cov'nant firft with thee^

Or none can pafs betwixt mine eye and me.

Esther
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VL

E S t H E R vii. 3.

Ifl havefoundfavour in thy fight^ and if ft pkafe the

king, let my life be given me at my feiition,

THOU art the great Ahafuerus, whofe command
Doth ftretch from pole to pole ; the world's thy

Rebellious Vafhti's the corrupted will, [land j

Which, being caii'd, refufes to fulfill

Thy juft command ; Efther, whofe tears condole

The razed city, 's the regen'rate foul ;

A captive maid, whom thou wilt pieafe to grace

With huptial honors in flout Valhti's place :

Her kinfman, whofe unbended knee did thwart

Proud Haman's glory, is the flelhly part
j

The fober eunuch, that recalTd to mind
The new-built gibbet (Haman had divine'd

For his own ruin) fifty cubits high.

Is luftfull-thought-controuling c.-.aftity ;

Infulting Haman is that ileflily luft,

Whofe red-hot fury, for a feafon, muft
Triumph in pride, and ftudy how to tread

On Mcrdecai, till roysl Either plead.

Great King, thy fent-for Varfiti will not come-j
O let the oil o' th' blefled virgin's womb
Cleanfe my poor Eilher : look, O look upon her
With gracious eyes ; and let thy beam of honor
So fcour her captive ftains, that flie may prove

An holy objeft of thy heav'nly love :

Anoint her with the fpikenard of thy graces.

Then try the fweetnefs of her chafle embraces

:

2 Maks
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Make her the partner of thy nuptial bed.

And fet thy royal crown upon her head ;

If, then, ambitious Haman chance to fpend

His fpleen on Mordecai, that fcorns to bend
The wilfull ftifFnefs of his ftubborn knee.

Or bafely crouch to any lord hut thee

;

If weeping Efther fliould prefer a groan
Before the high tribunal of thy throne,

Hold forth thy golden fceptre, and afford

The gentle audience of a gracious Lord :

And let thy royal Efther be pofleft

Of half thy kingdom, at her dear requefl:

:

Curb luftfull Haman, him that would difgrace^

Nay, ravifli thy fair queen before thy face :

And as proud Haman was himfelf enfnare'd

On that felf-gibbet which himfelf prepared ;

So nail my lull, both puniihment and guilt.

On that dear crofs which mine own luSs have buUt.

S. AU-
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S. AUGUST, in Ep.

O Holy Spirit^ always in/pire me luith holy works,

Con/ira'm me^ tkat I may do : counfel me^ that I may love

thee
J confinn me^ that I may bold thee ; conferve me^

ilmt I may net lofe thee,

S. AUGUST, fup. Joan.

The fplrit lujls^ where thi flejh refteth : fir as theflejh

is nourijhed with fweet things , the fpirit is refrejhed

withfiur.

Ibidem,

JVouldJi thou that thy fiejh obey thy fpirit P then let

thy fpirit ob^y thy God, Thou mujl be governed^ that

thou mayeji govern.

EPIG. 6.

Of mercy and juftice is thy kingdom built

;

This plagues my fm, and that removes my guilt

;

Whenever I fue, Ahafuerus-like, decline

Thy fceptre : Lord, fay. Half my kingdom's thine.

Canticle*
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VII,

Canticles vii. ii.

CQ?ne, my beloved^ let us go forth into the field^ and la

us remain in the villages^

C Hni ST. Soul.
C^r./^OME, come, my dear, and let us both retire,

V^ And wh iff the dainties of the fragrant field :

Where warb'lingPhil'mel and thefhrill-mouth'd choir

Chant forth their raptures ; where the turtle builds

Her lovely neft; and where the new-born brier

Breathes forth the fweetnefs that her April yields :

Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try

Thefe rural delicaces j where thou and 1

May melt in private flames, and fear no ilander-by»

2.

Soul My heart's eternal joy, in lieu of whom
The earth's a blaft, and all the world's a bubble;

Our city manfion is the faireft home.

But country fweets are tinge'd with lefler trouble ;

Let's try them both, and chufe the better ; come;

A change in pleafure makes the pleafure double ;

On thy commands depends my go or tarry,

I'll ftir with Martha, or I'll ftay with Mary :

Our hearts are firmly fixt, altho' our pleafures vary.

Or.
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3-

Chr» Our country manfion (fituate on high),

With various obje6ts5 ftill renews delight >

Her arched roofs of unftain*d ivory ;

Her walls of fiery- fparlcling chryfolite ;

Her pavement is of hardeft porphyry
;

Her fpacious windows are all glaze'd with bright

And flaming carbuncles ; no need require

Titan's faint rays, or Vulcan's feeble fire

;

And evVy gate's a pearl 5 and ev'ry pearl entire.

4-

Soul. Fool that I was I how were my thoughts deceiv'd

!

How falfely was my fond conceit pofieft !

I took it for an hermitage, but pav'd

And daub'd with neighb'ring dirt, and thatch'd at

Alas ! I ne'er expected more, nor crav'd ; [beft.

A turtle hope'd but for a turtle's neft

:

Come, come, my dear, and let no idle ftay

Negle£l th' advantage of the headftrong day
;

How pleafure grates, that feels the curb of dull delay!

5-

Chr, Come, then, my joy, let our divided paces
Conduct us to our faireft territory

;

O there we'll twine our fouls in fweet embraces :

Soul And in thine arms I'll tell my paffion's ftory.

Chr. O there I'll crown thy head with all my graces;
Soul. And all thefe graces fhall reflect thy glory :

Chr. O there I'll feed thee with celeftial manna
j

I'll be thy Elkanah. Soul. And I thy Hannah.
Chr. I'll found my trupp ofjoy. SouL And I'll refound

[Hofanna !

S.BERN.
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S. BERN.
O blejjkd contemplation ! the death of vices^ and the life

of virtues! thee the law and the prophets admire : lulo

ever attained perfe^ion^ if not by thee? blefjed foli^

tude^ the magazine of celeflial treafure ! by thee^ things

earthly and tranfitory are changed into hecwenly and eter^

naU

S.BERN, in Ep.

Happy is that houfe, and blejjed is thai congregation,

where Martha^?/// complalneth of Mary.

EPIG. 7.

Mechanic foul, thou muft not only do
With Martha, but with Mary ponder too :

Happy's that houfe where thefe fair fifters vary
;

But moftj when Martha's reconcile'd to Mary.

Canticles
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VIII.

Canticles i. 3, 4.

Draw me : we will run after thee^ hecauje of the favour

of thy good ointments.

THUS, like a lump of the corrupted mafs,

I lie fecufe, long loft before I was :

And, like a block, beneath whofe burden lies

That undifcover'd worm which never dies,

I have no will to roufe, I have no pow'r to rife.

Can ftinking Lazarus compound or ftrive

With death's entangling fetters, and revive?

Or can the water-bury'd ax implore

A hand to raife it, or itfelf reftore,

And from her fandy deeps approach the dry- foot fhore ?

So hard's the tafk for fmful flefh and blood

To lend the fmalleft flep to .what is good.

My God ! I cannot move the leaft degree

:

Ah I if but only thofe that active be,

None fhould thy glory fee, none fhould thy glory fee.

But If the potter pleafe t' inform* the clay,

Or fome ftrong hand remove the block away.
Their lowly fortunes foon are mounted higher;
That proves a velTel, which before was mire

;

And this, being hewn, may ferve for better ufe thanfire.

And if that life-reftoring voice command
Dead Laz'rus forth j or that great prophet's hand

Should charm the fullen waters, and begin
To beckon, or to dart a flick but in.

Dead Laz'rus muft revive, and th' ax mull float ao-"iin.

'* Ir.fiym'^ i, e, new-make.

Vol. I [N^ 5] P Lord,
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Lord, as I am, I have no powV at all

To hear thy voice, or echo to thy call
;

The gloomy clouds of mine own guilt benight me

;

Thy glorious beams, not dainty fweets invite me;
They neither can dired, nor thefe at all delight me.

See how my fm-bemangled body lies,

Not having pow'r to will, nor will to rife f

Shine hom.e upon thy creature, and infpire

My lifelefs will wiih thy regen'rate fire;

The firft degree to do, is only to defire.

Give me the pow*r to will, the will to do

;

O raife me up, and I will ftrive to go :

Draw me, O draw me with thy treble twift.

That have no pow'r but merely to refift ;

O lend me ftren-gth to do, and then command thy lift

!

My foul's a clock, whofe wheels (for want of ufe

And winding up, being fubje6t to th' abufe

Of eat>n'i rull) want vigour to fulfill

Her twelve hours tafk, and fhew her Maker's fklU,

But idly fleeps unmov'd, and ftandeth vainly ftill.

Great God, it is thy work, and therefore good ;

If thou be pleas'd to cleanfe it with thy blood.

And wind it up with thy foul-moving keys,

Her bufy wheels fhall ferve thee all her days
;

Her hand fliall point thy pow'r, her hammer ftrike thy

[praifc.

S. BERN.
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S, BERN. S.er. xxi. in Cant.

Let us run^ let us ?-un^ hut in the favour of thy ohit^

ment^ not in the confidence of our merits^ not in the grt\it»

ncfs of cur firength : %ve trufl to run, but in the inulti-

tUile of thy ?jiercies
\ for though we run and are willing^,

ft is not in hi?n that willeth, nor in him that runneth^

but in G'd that Jheweth mercy. O let thy mercy return^

and we will run : thou, like a giant, runnefl by thy czvn

power ', we^ unlefs thy ointment breathe upon us, cannot

run.

EPIG. 8.

Look not, my watch, being once repaired, to iland

Expefting motion from thy Maker's hand.

He 'as wound thee up, and cleans'd thy cogs with blood \

If now thy wheels ibnd ftill, thou art not good.

Pa Canti-
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IX.

Canticles vlii. r.

O that thou luert as my brother^ that fucked the hreajls

of?ny mother ! when IJhouldfind thee without^ I would

kifs thee.

COME, come, my blefled infant, asd immure thee

Within the temple of my facred arms
;

Secure mine arms, mine arms fhall then fecure thee

From Herod's fury, cr the high-priefl's harms

;

Or if thy 'danger'd life fuftain a lofs.

My. folded arms fliall turn thy dying crofs.

2.

But ah ! what favage tyrant can behold

The beauty of fo fweet a face as this \s^

And not himfelf be by himfelf controul'd.

And change his fury to a thoufand kiffes ?

One fmile of thine is worth more mines of treafure

I'han there were myriads in the days of Csefaft

3'

O had the tetrarch, as he knew thy birth,

So known thy ftock, he had not thought to paddle

In thy dear blood ; but, proftrate on the earth.

Had veil'd his crown before thy royal cradle,

And laid the fceptre of his glory down.
And begg'd a heav'nly for an earthly crown.

Illuftrious
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4-

llluftrious babe \ how is thy handmaid grace*^

With a rich armfuil ! how doft thou decline

Thy raajefty, that wert fo late embrace'd

In thy great Father*s arms, and now in mine T
How humbly gracious art thou, to refrefh.

Me with thy fpirit, and afTume my fleili.r

5-

But muf! the treafon of a traitor's bait

Abufe the fweetnefs of thefe ruby lips ?

Shall marble-hearted cruelty aflail

Thefe alabafter fides with knotted whips ?

•And muft thefe fmilijig rofes entertain

The blows of fcorn, and Hurts of hafe difdaia ?;

6.

Ah ! muft thefe dainty little fprings *, that twine-

So faft about thy f neck, be pierceM and torn

With ragged nails ; and mult thefe brows refign

Their crown of glory for a crown of thorn ?

Ah ! muft the blefled infant tafte the pain

Of death's injurious pangs j nay, worfe, be (lain
*

7-

Sweet babe ! at what dear, rates do wretched I:

Commit a fm ! Lord, ev'ry fm's a dart ^

And ev'ry trefpafs let's a jav'lin fly
;

And ev'ry jav'lin wounds thy bleeding heart ;

Pardon, fweet babe, what I have done amifs 3^.

And feal that granted pardon with a kif&..

'^ S^iirgs] l, e. arms. Ti:y neck j read f^y neck,

P 1 S, B.QN:^-
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S. BONAVENT. Soliloq. Cap. i.

O Jweet Jefu^ I kmw not that thy kijfes were fi
fweety nor thy fociety Jo deleSiabky nor thy attraiiion fa

. virtuous : for when I love ihee^ I am clean ; when I
touch thee^ I am chafie ; when I receive thee^ I am a
virgin, mofi Jweet feju, thy embraces defile not.^ hut

cleanfe ; thy attraSfion poUuteth not, but fanSfifieth, O
Jefu, thefountain of univerjalJweetnejs, pardon me that

J believed fo latCy that Jo much Jweetnefs is in thy em^
hracesM

EPIG. 9.

My burden^s greateft : let not Atlas boaft

:

Impartial reader, judge which bears the moft:

He bears but heav'n ; my folded arms fuftain

HeavVs maker,whom heaven's heav'n cannot contain*

CaNTJCIiES
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X.

Canticles iii. i.

In my bed, by nighty Ifought him whom, my foul lovetht

Ifought himy hut Ifound him not,

nr^HE learned Cynic, having loft the way

X To honeft men, did, in the height of day.

By taper-h'ght, divide his fteps about

The peopled ftreet, to find this dainty out

;

But faiPd : the Cynic fearch'd not wrhere he ought ;,

The thing he fought for, was not where he fought.

The wife men's tafk feemM harder to be done.

The wife men did by ftar-light {eek the Sun,

And found : the wife men fearchM it where they ought;.

The thing they hope'd to find was where they fought.

One feeks his wifhes where he fhould y but then

Perchance he feeks not as he fhould, nor when.
Another fearches when he fhould ; but there

He fails, not feeking as he fhould, nor where.

Whofe foul defires the good it wants, and would
Obtain, mufl feek where, as, and when he fhould.

How often have my wild afFeclions led

My wafted foul to this my widow'd bed,

To feek my lover, whom my foul defires !

(I fpeak not, Cupid, of thy wanton fires :

Thy fires are all but dying fparks to mine ;

My flames are full of heav'n, and all divine)

How often have I fought this bed by night,

To find that greater by this lefFer light I

% How
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How oft have my unwitnefs'd groans lamented
Thy deareft abfence ! ah ! how often vented
The bitter tempefts of defpairing breath.

And tofsM my foul upon the waves of death [

How often has my melting heart made choice
Of fiJent tears (tears louder than a voice)

To plead my grief, and woo thy abfent ear I

And yet thou wilt not comc^ thou wilt not hear.

is thy wonted love become fo cold ?

Or do mine eyes not feek thee where they (hould t
Why do I feek thee, if thou art not here ?

Or find thee not, if thou art ev'ry-where ?

1 fee my error : 'tis not ftrange I could not
Find out my love ^ I fought him where I fhould not»
Thou art not found on downy beds of eafe

;

Alas I thy raufic ftrikes on harder keys

:

Nor art thou found by that falfe feeble light

Of nature's candle ^ our Egyptian night

Is more than common darknefs ; nor can we
Expedt a morning but what breaks from thee.

Well may my empty bed bewail thy lofs.

When thou art lodg'd upon thy fhameful crofs :

If thou refufe to ftiare a bed with me.

We'll never part, I'll (hare a crofs with thee.

ANgELM.
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A N S E L M. in Protolog. i.

Lord^ if thou art not prefent^ where Jhall Ifeek thee

ahjent P if every-where, why do I not fee thee prefent ?

Thou dwelleji in light inacceffible j and where is that in»

accejftble light ? or how Jhall I have accefs to light inaccef-^

fihle ? I hefeech thee, Lord^ teach me to feek thee, and
jhew thyfelf to thefeeker : becaufe I can neither feek thee,

unlefs thou teach me ; nor find thee, unlefs thou Jhew ilyy-

felfto me : let me feek thee in defiring thee, and de/ire

thee in feeking thee : let 7ne find thee in loving thee^ and
lave thee in finding thee.

EPIG. 10.

Where fhouldfl thou feek for reft, but in thy bed ?

But now thy reft is gone, thy reft is fled :

'Tis Vain to feek him there : my foul, be wife

;

Go aik thy fins, they'll tdl thee where he lies,

Canticles
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XL

Canticles iii. 2..

/ will' rtje^ and go about the city^ and wili feek him-,

whom myfivi kmth: 1 jought hinty hut Ifound him.

not,

t.

OHow my difappointed fouFs pcrplext [ [breaftr

!

How refllefs thoughts fwarm in my troubled

Hov/ vainly pleas*d with hopes, then crofsly vext

With fears! and how betwixt them both diitrtft !

What place is left unranfack'd ? Oh ! where next
Shall 1 go feek the author of my reft ?

Of what blefsM angel fhall my lips inc^uire

The undifcoverM w ly to that intire

And everlafting folace of my heart's dtifire ?-

2.

Look how the ftricken hart, that, wounded, flies

O'er hills and dales, and feeks the lower grounds.

For running ftreams, the whilft his v/eeping eyes

Beg filent mercy from the foll'wing hounds ;

At length, emboft *, he droops, drops down, and lies

Beneath the burden of his bleeding wounds

:

Ev'n fo my gafping foul, Jifl'olv'd in tears,.

Doth fearch for thee, my God, whole deafen'd ears

Leave me th' unranfom'd pris'ner to my panic fears,

^ Embofii i. e. taking to cover#

Where
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Where have my bufy eyes not pryM ? O where,

Of whom bath not my thread- bare tongue de-

I fearch'd this glorious city -, he's not here : [manded ?

I fought the country ; (he ftands empty-handed ;

I fearch'd the court , he is a ftranger there

:

I afk'd the land ; he's fbipp'd : the Tea; he's landed

:

I climb the air, my thoughts began t' afpire

;

But ah ! the wings of mv too bold defire.

Soaring too near the fun, were fmdg'd with facred fire,

4-

I mov*d the merchant's ear, alas ! but he
Knew neither what I faid, nor what to fay:

I afK'd the lawyer, he demands a fee,

And then demurs me with a vain delay:

I afk'd the fchoolman, his advice was free,

But fcore'd me out too intricate a way:
I afk'd the watchman (befl of all the four),

Whofe gentle anfwer could refolve no more.
But that he lately left him at the temple-door.

5.

Thus having fought, and made my great inquefl
In ev'ry place, and fearch'd in ev'ry ear,

I threw me on mv bed ; but ah ! my refl

Was poifon'd with th' extremes of grief and fear;
Where looking down into my troubled breafl.

The magazine of wounds, I found him there:
Let others hunt, and fhew their fportful art 5

I wifh to catch the hare before fhe flarr.

As poachers ufe to do ^ Heav'n's form* 's a troubled

[heart,

* Form (a hunting term) j i. e, wliere the hare fits.

S.AM-
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S. AMBROS. Lib. iii. deVirg.

Chriji is not in the market^ nor in the Jireets : for
Chriji is peace, in the inarket arejlrifes : Chriji is jujiice^

in the market is iniquity : Chriji is a labourer, in the

market is idlenefs : Chriji is charity, in the market is

Jlander : Chriji is faith, in the market isfraud. Let us

not thereforefeek Chriji, where we cannotfind Chriji,

S. HIE RON. Ser. ix. Ep. 22. ad Euftoch.

lijh

home.

Jefus is jealous : he will not have thy face feen : let

foolijh virgim ramble abroad ^ feek thou thy love at

EPIG. ir.

What, loft thy love ? will neither bed nor board

Receive him ? not by tears to be implore'd ?

It is the (hip that moves, and not the coaft;

I fear, I fear, my foul, 'tis thou art loft.

Canticles





Ah ! hny*'yon j'ee/r him : Tes. my-imf J/rrm^/

,

Anrlmyfon^^4.rms enctrcff*^ htfn tzrftuzd

.
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XII.

Canticles iii. 3, 4.

Have youfeen him whom my foul loveth ? IVhen I had

fajjed a little from them^ then I found him'y I took

hold on h'nriy and left him not,

I.

incrHAT fee ret corner ? what unwonted way
^ ^ Has Tcap'd the ranfackofmy rambh'ag thought?

The fox by night, nor the dull owl by day.

Have never I'earch'd thofe places I have fought.

Whilil thy lamented abfence taught my brCall

The ready road to gn'cf, without requefl ; ,

My day had neither comfort, nor my night had rcfl.

2.

How hath my unregarded language vented

The fad tautologies of lavifh pa.Tion !

How often haye I languifh'd unlamented !

How oft have I ccmplain'd, without compaffion \

I afk'd the city-watch, but fome deny'd me [me;
The common ftreet, whilil: other; would mi:o-uide

Some would debar me jfom*e divert me i fome deride me.

3-

Mark how the widow'd turtle, having loft

The faithful partner of her loyal heart.

Stretches her feeble wings from coaft to coaft,

Hunts ev*ry path ; thinks ev'ry Ibade doth part

Her abfent love and her j at length, unfped.
She re-betakes her to her lonely bed.

And there bewails her everlalling widow-head.

Vol. I. [N»6J Q, So
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4-

So when my foul had progrefsM ev*ry place

That love and dear afFeclion could contrive,

I threw me on my couch, refolv'd t* embrace
A death for him in whom I ceas'd to live ;

But there injurious Hymen did prefent

His landfcape joys; my pickled eyes did vent

Full (ireams of briny tears, tears never to be fpent,

• 5-

Whilfl: thus my forrow-wafting foul was feeding

Upon the radical humour of her thought, [i^gs

Ev'n whilft mineeyes were blind, and heart was bleed-

He that was fought, unfound, was found, unfought

:

As if the fun fliould dart his orb of light

Into the fecrcLs of the black- brow'd night :

Ev'n fo appear'd my love, my fole, my foul's, delight.

6.

O how mine eyes, now ravifh'd at the fight

Of my briglit fun, (hot flames of equal lire !

Ah ! h'jw my foul diflblv'd with o'er-deh'ght.

To re-enjoy the crov/n of chafte defire !

Flow fov'reign joy depos'd and difpoiTefsM

Rebellious grief ! and how my ravifti'd breaft

But who can 'xprefs thofe heights, that cannot be ex-

[prefs'd !

7-

O how thefe arms, thefe greedy arms did twine

And ftrongb,' tvvift about his yielding waill !

The fappy branches of the Thefpian vine

Ne'er cling their lefs beloved elm fo faft.

Boaft not thy flames, blind boy, thy feather'dfhot;

Let Hymen's eafy fnarls be quite forgot : [knot.

Time cannot quench our fires, nor death diflblve our

O R I G.
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O R I G. Horn. x. in diverf.

O 7710
fi holy Lord, and fiveeteji mafer^ how good a^'t

thou to thoje that are of upright heart, and humh'e '.irit !

O how blejfed are they that jeek thee with a ft'mpie heart !

hnu happy that truji in th^e ! It is a JWijl certain truth

^

that ihcu lovejl all that love thee^ and nrucr forfake/i

thofe that tru/i in thee : for behold thy love /imply fought

thee, and und'jubtedlyfowid thee : Jhe trujhd in thee^ and
is net forfaken of thee ; but hath obtained 7mre by thee^

than Jhe expecledfrom th^e,

B E D A in Cap. ili. Cant.

The longer I was in finding ivhom 1 fought^ the mors
earnejlly I beheld him being founds

EPIG. 12.

What! found him out? let ftrong 'embraces bind him;
He'll fly, perchance, where tears can never find him :

New fins will iofe what old repentance gains.

Wifdom not only gets, but, got, retains.

Q^ 2 Psalm
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XIII.

Psalm Ixxiii. 28.

// is goodfor me to draiv near to Gcd^ I have put my

iruft in the Lord God,

WHere is that good, which wife men pleafe to

The chieferf} doth there any fuch befall [call

Within man's reach ? or is there fuch a good at all ?

If fuch there be, it neither muft expire,

>Jor change; than which therecan benothinghighV

:

Such good muft be the utter point of man*s defire.

It is the mark, to which all hearts muft tend;

Can be dofired for no other ^m)^

Than for itfelf, on which all other goods depend.

What may this exc'lence be ? doth it fubfift

A real efTence clouded in the mill

Of curious art, or clear to evVy eye that lift I

Or is't a tart idea, to procure
* An edge, and keep the pra6tic foul in ure*,'[ture:|:?

Lii^:e that dear €h\mic duft f , or puzzling quadra-

Where flisU I fcek this good ; where fliall I find

This cith'lic pleafure, whole extremes may bind

My thoughts, and fill the gulf of my infatiate mind ?

Lies it in treafure ? in full heaps untold ?

Doth gouty Mammon's griping hand infold

This fecret faint in facreci flirines of fov'rcign gold ?

* Ure-j j. e. exercJle. f Chyink ^-j^ \ i.e. the philofopher's

ftone, fuj pcfcd to tirn all metah to gold. \ PuXKllrfg quadrature
^

i. s. Icjuaring ihe circl?.

No,
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No, no, (he lies not there ; wealth often fours

In keeping ; makes us hers, in feeming ours

;

She Aides from heav'n indeed,but not inDanae's fhow'rs.

Lives fhe in honor? No. The royal crown
Builds up a creature, and then batters down :

Kings raife thee with a fmile, and raze thee with a frown.

In pleafure ? No. Pleafure begins in rage

;

Acls the fool's part on earth's uncertain ftage ;

Begins the play in youth, and epilogues in age.

Thcfe, thefs are baftard goods ; the beft of thefe

Torment the foul with pieafmg it j and pleafe.

Like waters gulp'd in fevers, with deceitful eafe.

Earth's flatt'ring dainties are but fweet diftreffes :

Mole-hills perform the mountains (he profefTes ;

Alas I can earth confer more good than earth poiTeffes ?

Mount, mount, my foul, and let my thoughts cadiicr

Earth's vain dtlghts, and make thy full career

At heav'n's eternal |oys j ftop, flop, thy courfer there.

There fliall thy (om\ poflefs uncareful treafure.

There (halt thou fwim in never-fading pleafure;

And blaze in honor far above the frowns of Caeiar.

Lord, if my hope dare let her anchor fall

On tr.ee, the chiefelt good, no need to call

For earth's inferior tradi ; ihou, thou art all in all

!

Q 3 S,AU.
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S. A U G U S T. Soliloq. Cap. xiii.

Ifollow this things I purfue that^ but I am filled unih
nothinr. But ivhen Ifound ihee^ who art that im?rMta'

hle^ IrJivided^ and only good in thyplf what I obtained^

I waiited not
; for what I obtained nct^ I grieved not ;

with what I %vas pojjefl^ my whole defere was Jatisfied,

S. BERN. Ser. Ix. fup. Bead qui habent, &:c.

Let ethers pretend merit ; let him brag of the burdett

of the daj ; lei him boaft of his fabbath fajls^ and let htm

glory that he is not as other men : but for me, it -is good

to clsavi unto the Lord^ and to put tity trufl in my Lord
God.

EPIG. 13.

Let Boreas' blafts and Neptune's waves be joinM,

Thy -^.gIus commands the waves, the wind :

Fear not the rocks, or v/orld's imperious waves

;

Thou climb'fl a Rock, my foul, a Rock that faves*

Canticles
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XIV.

Canticles il. 3,

Ifat under his Jhadow with great delight^ and his fruit

was fweet to my tajie.

I.

LOoK how the (heep, whofe rambling fteps do firay

From the fafe bleiling of her ihepherd's eyes,

Eftfoon * becomes the unprotefled prey

To the wing'd fquadrftn of beleag'ring flies ;

Where, fwelter'd with the fccrchrng beams of day.

She frifks frcm bufh to brake, and wildly flies away
From her own felf, ev'n of herfelf afraid

;

She fhrouds her troubled brows in ev'ry glade.

And craves the mercy of the foft removing fhade.

2.

Ev'n fo my wandVing foul, that hath digrefsM

From her great Shepherd, is the hourly prey

Of all my fms ; thefe vultures in my breaft

Gripe my Promothean heart j both night and day

I hunt from place to place, but find no reft;

i know not where to go, nor where to (lay ;

The eye of vengeance burns, her flames invade

My fwelt'ring foul : my foul hath oft afTay'd,

Yet fhe can find no fhroud f, yet can fhe feel no (hade !

* Eftfocn J
i. e. prefently,

•f-
Shroud

-f
I, e. covering.

1 fought
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3-

I fought the fhades of mirth, to wear away
My flow-pace'd hours of foul-confuming grief;

I fearch'd the (hades of fleep, to eafe my day
Of griping forrows with a night's reprieve,

1 fought the {hades of death j thought there t'allay

My final torments with a full relief

:

But mirth, nor fleep, nor death, can hide my hours

In the falfe (hades of their deceitful bow'rs ;

The firft diftrads, the next difturbs, the laft devours.

4. .

Where (hall I turn ? to whom (hall I apply me ?

Are there no ftreams where a faint foul may wade ?

Thy Godhead, Jesus, are the flames that fry me j

Hath thy all-glorious Deity ne'er a (liade.

Where I may fit, and vengeance never eye me ; >

Where I might fit refrefh'd or unafraid ?

Is there no comfort ? is there no refeftion * ?

Is there no cover that will give protection

T'a fainting foul, the fubjed of thy wrath's refledtion ?

5-

Look up, my foul, advance the lowly ftature

Of thy fad thoughts ; advance thy humble eye :

See, here's a fhadow found : the human nature

Is made th' umbrella to the Deity,

To catch the fun-beams of thy juft Creator :

Beneath this covert thou may 'ft fafely lie

:

Permit thine eyes to climb this fruitful tree.

As quick Zaccheus did, and thou (halt fee

A cloud of dying flcfli betwixt thofe beams and thee.

f Refecfion-j i, c. refreihment,

G U I L.
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G U I L. in Cap. ii. Cant.

IFho can endure the fierce rays of the Sun of juftlce ?

who /hall not be confmned by his hearns f Therefore the

Sun of jujlice took fi:/h, that^ through the conjunillon of
that Sun and this human body, a JJjadow may be made.

S. A U G U S T. Med. Cap. xxxiv.

Lord^ let my foul befreefrom the fcorching thoughts of
the worlds under the covert of thy wings, that, being rc^

frefied by the moderation of thy jhaclow, Jhe may fmg
merrily ^ In peact will I lay me down and refl^

E PIG. 14.

Ah ! treacherous foul, would not thy pleafures give

That Lord, which made thee living, leave to live \

See what thy fins have done : thy fins have raadQ

The Sun of glory now become thy ihade.

Psalm
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XV.

Psalm cxxxvii. 4.

How Jhall we fing the fong of the Lord in a ftrangs

landf

"T TRGE me no more : this airy mirth belongs

\J To better times : thefe times ar^.^ not for fongs,

l^he fprightly twang of the melodious lute

Agrees not with my voice: and both uiifuit

My untiine'd * fortunes : the affe^led meafure

Of drains, that are conflrain'd, afford no pleafure.

Mufic's the child of mirth ; where griefs affail

The troubled foul, both voice and fingers fail :

Let fuch as revel out their laviih days

In honourable riot ; that can raife

Deje6ted Kearts, and conjure up a fp'rit

Of madnefs by the magic of delight;

Let thofe of Cupid's hofpital, that lie

Impatient patients to a fmiling eye.

That cannot reft, until vain hope beguile

Their flatter'd torment with a wanton fmile !

Let fuch redeem their peace, and falve the wroags

Of froward fortune with their frolick fongs :

My grief, my grief's too great for fmiling eyes

To cure, or counter-charms to exorcife.

The raven's difmal croaks, the midnight howls

Of empty wolves mix'd with the fcreech of owls.

The nine fad knolls of a dull pafTing bell.

With the loud language of a nightly knell.

^f Unlune'dfortunes I
i.e. forrowful circumftances.

And



B.l\^.^V/«/-/;

Pfalm 137. 4..

Mm' ska/live here rfjteat the qlorwus Stirt^

To rtAerZandfJ-Uf^h ^acrrdThemejf f-eicmjf

.
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And horrid outcries of revenged crimes,

Join'd in a medley's mufic for thefe times;

Thefe are no times to touch the merry firing

Of Orpheus ; no, thefe are no times to fing.

Can hide-bound pris'ners, that have fpent their fouls

And famifh'd bodies in the noifome holes

Of hell-black dungeons, apt* their rougher throats.

Grown hoarfe with begging alms, to warble notes ?

Can the fad pilgrim, that hath loft his way
In the vaft defert ; there condemn'd a prey

To the wild fubjefl, or his favage king;

Roufe up his palfy-fmitten fp'rits, and fing ?

Can i a pilgrim, and a pris'ner too,

Alas ! where I am neither known, nor know
Aught but my torments, an unranfom'd ftranger

In this ftrange climate, in a land of danger ?

O, can my voice be pleafant, or my hand.

Thus made a pris'ner to a foreign land ?

How can my mufic relifh in your ears.

That cannot fpeak for fobs, nor fmg for tears ?

Ah ! if my voice could, Orph«us-like, unfpell

My poor Eurydice, my foul, from hell

Of earth's mifconftru'd heav'n, O then my breafl

•Should warble airs, whofe rhapfodies fliould feaft

The ears of feraphims, and entertain

Heav'n's highefl: Deity with their lofty ftrain
;

A ftrain well drench'd in the true Thefpian well

:

Till then, earth's femiquaver f, wealth, farewell,

* ^pt ; 1. e. adapt, or fif.

•}• Simlquaver j a lime in mufic.

S. AU-
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S.AUGUST. Med. Cap. xxxiii.

O infinite-^ happy are thofe heavenly virtues^ which are

able to praij'e thee in holinefs and purity with excejjive

fweetnefs^ and unutterable exaltation ! Fro?n thence they

praife thee^ from whence they rejoice^ hecaufe they continue

all) fee for what they rejoice^ for what they praife thee :

kit we, prcjyd down with this burden of fiejh, far re^

moved fro?n thy countenance in this pilgrimage^ and blown

up with worldly vanities, canmt worthily praife thee:

we praife thee by fnth, not face to face ; but thofe ange*

licalfpirits praife theeface toface^ and not byfaith*

EPIG. J5.

Did I refufe to fing ? Said I, thefe times

Were not for fongs ; nor mufic for thefe climes ?

It was my error : are not groans and tears

Harmonious raptures in th* Almighty's ears \

THE





B y.JJmi^. /.

Cant 58-

7}'// tn I /ff/f/fr/ / rifn JV>/(' cfZri^ .
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THE

FIFTH BOOK.
I.

Canticles V. 8.

/ charge you^ O daughters of Jerufalem^ if you fyid my

beloved^ ihat you tell him that I amfick of love,

I.

YOU holy virgins, that io oft furround

The city*s fapphire walls ; whofe fnowy feet

Meafure the pearly paths of facred ground.

And trace the new Jeruf'Iem's jafper ftreet;

Ah ! you whofe care-forfaken hearts are crcwn'd
With your beft wifnes ; that enjoy the fweet

Of all your hopes; if e'er you chance to fpy

My abfent Love, O tell hiin that 1 lie [eye.

Deep-wounded with the flames that furnace*d from his

2.

I charge you, virgins, as you hope to hear

The heav'nly mufic of your Lover's voice;

I charge you, by the folemn faith you bear

To plighted vows, and to that loyal choice

Of your afFe(£lions, or, if aught more dear

You hold J by Hymen, by your marriage joys ;

I charge you, tell him, that a flaming dart,

Shot from his eye, hath pierce'd my bleeding heart.

And 1 am ficlc of love, and languifh in my Imart.

VoL.I. [N^6J R Tell
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3-

Tell him, O tell hinij how my panting breaft

Is fcorch'd with flames, and how my foul is pine*d j

Tell him, O tell him, how I lie oppreft

With the full torment of a troubled niind i

O tell him, tell him, that he loves in jefl-.

But I in earneft; tell him he's unkind I

But if a difContented frown appears

Upon his angry brow, accoft iiis ears

XVith foft and fewer words, and acl the reft iti teifs.-

4-

O tell him, that his cruelties deprive

My foul of peace, while peace in vain fhe feeks

;

Tell him, thofe damafk rofes that did ftrive

With white, both fade upon my fallow cheeks
;

Tell him, no token doth proclaim I live.

But tears, and fighs, and fobs, and fudden fhrieks f

Thus if your piercing words fhould chance to bore

His heark'ning ear, and move a figh, give o'er

To fpeak) and tell him, tell him^ that I could no more,

5-

If your elegious * breath fhould hap' to roufe

A happy tear, clofe harb'ring in his eye.

Then urge his plighted faith, the facred vowsj

Which neither 1 can break, nor he deny
;

Bewail the torment of his loyal fpoufe.

That for his fake would make a fport to die

:

O bkfled virgins, how my paflion tires

Beneath the burden of her fonddefires! [fires !

Heav*A never (hot fuch flames, earth never felt fuch

• Elegious j i. Ci plaintive or complaining.

S. AU-
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S.AUGUST. Med. Cap. xl.

TVJjat jhall 1 fay ? what fljall I do P uh'tthr Jlmll I

go? where Jhall I feek him f or whai Jhall I find him ?

whom fhall 1 ajk? who will tell my Beloved^ that I am
fick of love ?

GULTEL. in Cap. v. Cant.

I live, but not I : it is my Beloved that livcth in me

:

J love m^j'elf, not zuith my own love, but with the love of

my Beloved that lovcth me : I love not myflf in myjclf\

hut myfelf in him, and him in me.

EPIG. I.

Grieve not, my foul, nor let thy love wax fainf

:

Weep'ft thou to lofe the caufe of thy complaint ?

'He*ll come; love ne*er was bound to times nor laws
Till then, thy tears complain without a caufe.

Can-
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IL

Canticles ii. 5,

Siay me vj'ithfiowen *, and comfort me with apples
\ for

lamfick of hve.

1,

OTyrant love I how doth th}^ fov'reign powV
Subject poor ibuls to thy imperious thrall !

They fay, thy cup's compos'd of fweet and four;

They lay, thy diet's honey mix'd with gall j

How comes it then to pafs, thefe lips of ours

Still trade in bitter ; tafte no fweet at all ?

O tyrant love ! fhall our perpetual toil

Ne'er find a fabbath to refrefli a while [fmile ?

Our drooping fouls i* art thou all frowns, and ne'er a

You blefied maids of honour, that frequent

The royal courts of our renown'd Jehove,
With flow'rs reftore my fpirits faint and fpent;

O fetch me apples from love's fruitful grove.

To cool my palate, and renew my fcent,

For I am fick, for I am fick of love

:

Thefe will revive my dry, my wafted pow'rs,

And they will fweeten my unfav'ry hours ;

Refrefh me then with fruit, and comfort me with

[flow'rs.

* The word, in our modern bibles^ hjaggons.

O hxin^
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Caat 25
(riif me tft^ Flt^ifrA-.tAc J'ruits, thr Ci'riinp^oM'i.

To shn- the /urni/i/jf FertTitr o^'mv Soul

.
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3-

O bring me apples to afTwage that fire,

Which, ^tna-like, inflames my flaming breaft ;

Nor is it ev'ry apple I defire.

Nor that which pleafes ev'ry palate beft

:

Tis not the lading deuzan * I require.

Nor yet the rfd-cheek'd queening* i requeft :

Nor that which firft befhrew'd f the name of wife.

Nor that whofe beauty caus'd the golden ftrifei

No, no, bring me an apple from the tree of life.

4-

Virgins, tuck up your filken laps, and fill ye

With the fair wealth of Flora's magazine ;

The purple violet, and the pale-face'd lily :

The panfy and the organ colombine ;

Thhe flow'ring thvme, the gilt-bowl dafFodilly

;

The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine :

The blufhing rofe, the queen of flowVs, and beft

Of Flora's beauty ; but, above the reft, [brealL

Let Jefle's X fov'reign flow'r perfume my qualming

5-

Hafte, virgms, hafle, for I lie weak, and faint

Beneath the pangs of love j why fland ye mute.
As if your filence neither care'd to grant,

Nor yet your language to denv my fuit ?

No key can lock the door of my cr.mpiaint.

Until I fmeli this flow'r, or tafle that fruit.

Go, virgins, feek this tree, and fearch that bowV;
O hov/ my foul (hall blcfs that happy hcur.

That brings to me fuch fruit, that brings me T'lch a

[flow'r !

* Deuz<2n, quetK.r.g'y nimcs of cifTcrcnt forts of apples.

y Bejhrrui d
J

j. e. curfed.

X Jil'^'^'ir.e j alluairg to Carift, the Son of J-J/?.

R 3 GISTEN.
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GISTEN. in Cap. ii. Cant. Expof. 3.

happy ficknefs^ zvhere the infirmity is not to deaths

hut to Itfe^ that God may he glorified hy it ! O happy

fever^ that proceedeth not from a confuming^ hut a cal-

cining fire ! O happy dijlemper^ wherein the foul relifjeth

no earthly things^ hut only favour^th divine nourijh^

ment

!

S. BERN. Serm.li. in Cant.

By flowers^ underfland faith ; hyfruit, good works :

As the flower or hloffom is hefore the fruit, fo is faith

before good works : fo neither is the fruit without the

flower, nor good works without faith.

EPIG. 2.

Why apples, O my foul ? can they remove
The pains of grief, or eafe the flames of love ?

]t was that fruit which gave the firft offence :

That fent him hither 3 that remov'd him hence,

Canticles
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Cant: 2.16.

Arnon^ the liliesfeeds mv Sp.viofe Ju-vie .

Tam h^ c-nn, artel t?ivMelcrveAr mzrve .
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III.

C ANTI CLE S ii. 16.

My beloved is mlne^ and I am his 3 he feedeth among thi

Ulieu

I.

EV'N like two Httle bank-dividing brooks,

Thatwafli the pebbles with their wanton ftreamSy

And having range'd and fcarch'd a thoufand nooks^

Meet both at length in filver-breafteJ Thames^
Where in a greater current they conjoin ;

So I my belt beloved's am, fo he is mine.

2.

Ev'n fo we met; and, after long purfuit,

Ev'n fo wejoin'd, we both became entire;

No need for either to renew a fuit.

For I was flax, and he was flames of fire.

Our firm united fouls did more than twiner

So I my beft beloved's am 5 fo he is mine.

3-

If all thofe gtitt'ring monarchs that command
The fervile quarters of this earthly ball^

Should tender, in exchange, their fliares of land,

I would not change my fortunes * for them all

:

Their wealth is but a counter to my coin
;

The world's but theirs : but my Beloved's mine.

* All copies read it, frtuneu

Nay,
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4-

Nay, more ; if the fair Thefpian ladies all

Should heap together their diviner treafure,

That treafure iliould be deem'd a price too fmall

To buy a minute's leafe of half my pleafure
;

'Tis not the facred wealth of all the Nine
Can buy my heart from him, or his from being mine.

5-

Nor time, nor place, nor chance*, nor death can bow
., Mv lead defirv -^ unto the leaft remove :

He's iirmly mine, by oath ; I his, by vow

:

He's mine, by faith ; and 1 am his, by love :

He's mine, by v/arer ; I am his, by wine

:

Thus I my- bcft beloved's am j thus he is mine.

6.

He is mine altar ; I, his holy place :

I am his guell: j and he my living food :

I'm his, by penitence; he mine, by grace:

I'm his, by purchafe ; he is mine, by blood :

He's iny Supporting elm ; and i his vine :

Thus I my beft beloved's am j thus he is mine,

7-

He gives me wealch ; I give him all my vows :

I give him fongs ; he gives me length of days

:

With wieathsofgrace he crownsmy conqu'ring brows J

And I his temples with a crowr. of piaife,

Which he accepts : an everlafting fign.

That I my beft beloved's am j. that he is mine.

F In all sdltionr, the aathoi's word is chance.

. S. A U-
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S.AUGUST. Manu. Cap. xxiV.

my foul, fta7np'd with the image of thy God, icve

him, of who?n thou art Jo much beloved : bend to him,

that bendeth to thee ; fee.k him, that feeketh thee : love the

lover, by whofe love thou art prevented ; begin the caufe

of thy love : be careful with thofe that are careful, want
with thofe that want ; be clean with the clean, and holy

with the holy : chufe this friend above all friends, who,

when all are taken away, remaineth only faithful to thee :

in the day of thy burial, %vhen all leave thee^ he will not

deceive thee, but defend thee from the roaring lions pre-

paredfor their prey.

EPIG. 3.

Sing, Hymen, to my foul : what, loft and found ?

Welcome*dj efpousM, enjoyM fo foon, and crownM I

He did but climb the crofs, and then came down
To th' gates of hdl j triumph'd, and fetch'd a crown.

Canticles
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IV.

Canticles vii. lo.

/ am my beloved's^ and hh deftre is towards me,

I.

LIKE to the ar£llc needle, that^doth guide

y The wand'ring (hade by his magnetic pow'r.
And leaves his filken gnomon to decide

The queftion of the controverted hour,
Firft frantics up and down from fide to fide.

And, reftlefs, beats his cryftal'd iv'ry cafe.

With vain impatience jets * from place to place.

And feeks the bofom of his frozen bride,

At length he flacks his motion, and doth reft

His trembling point at his bright pole's beloved breaft.

2.

Ev'n fo my foul, being hurry'd here and there.

By ev'ry object that prefents delight.

Fain vi^ould be fettled, but fhe knows not where;
She likes at morning what fhe loathes at night :

She bows to honor ; then (he lends an ear

To that fweet fwan-like voice of dying pleafure.

Then tumbles in the fcatter'd heaps of treafure

;

Now flatter'd with falfe hope ; now foil'd with fear :

Thus finding all the world's delight to be

But empty toys, good God ! fhe points alone to thee.

3.

But hath the virtue'd f flcel a pow'r to move ?

Or can the untouched needle point aright ?

Or can my wand'ring thoughts forbear to rove,

Unguided by the virtue of thy Sp'rit ?

* Jets
J

I. e. hops as a bird* f J^irtuedjieeli i. e. the mariner's

needle,

O hath
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O hath my leaden foul the art t^'improve

Her wafled talent, arrd, unrais'd, afpire

In this fad mourun;:: time of her defire ?

Not firft belov'd, have i the pow'r to love ;

I cannot ftir, bat as thou pleafe to move me
;

Nor can my heart return thee love, until thou love me.

4-

The ftill commandrefs of the filent night

Borrows her beams trom her bright brother's eye

:

His fair afped fills her Inarp horns with light;

If he withdra\v, her fla-nes are quenched and die:

Ev'n fo the beams of thy eriight'ning Sp'rit,

Infjs'd and ihot into my dark defire.

Infiane my thojghts, and fill ray foul with fire^

That i am ravifh d with a new delight

;

By if thou (hroud * thy face, my glory fades.

And 1 remain a nothing, all compos'd of fiiades,

r •5-

• Eternal God I O thou that only art

The facred fountain of eternal light.

And blciTed loaiftone of my better part,

O thou, my heart's defire, my foul's delight !

Rcfle«£t upon my foul, and touch my heart.

And then my heart fhali prize no good above thee;

And then my foul (hall know thee; knowing, love

Andthenmy trembiingthoughtsflialiueverftart [thee;

From thy com.mands, or fwerve the lead degree.

Or once prefume to move, but as they move in thee.

* ^braud-y i. e. hide,

S.AU-
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S. AUGUST. Med. Cap. iv.

Ifman can love man with fo intire affeSilon^ that the

one can jcarce brook the ether's ahjence ; if a bride can

he joined to her brideproom with fo great an ardency

of minJ^ that, for the extremity of love, Jhe can enjoy

no re/}, nor fuffer his chfence without great anxiety
;

with what affe5iion^ with what fervency ^ ought thefoul^

whom thou hafl efpoujed by faith and compajfton^ to love

i>>€e her true God^ and glorious bridegroom I

EPIG. 4.

My foul, thy love is dear : 'twas thought a good
And eafy penVorth of thy Saviour's blood :

But be not proud ; all matters rightly fcann'd,

*Twas over-bought ; 'twas fold at fecond-hand.

Cakticles





BVZV///

CarLt:5.6

.



BookV. emblems. 205

Canticles v. 6.

My foul tnelitLivh'iljl my belo'vedfpake,

LORD, has the Feeble voice of flefb and blood

The povv'r tb work thine ears into a flood

Of melted mercy ? or the flrength t' unlock

The gates of heav'n, and to diflolve a rock

Of marble clouds into a morning ftiow'r ?

Or hath the breath of whining dufl the pow'r
To ftop or fnatch a falling thunderbolt

From thy fierce hand, and make thy hand revolt

Fronv refolute confufion, and, inftead

OF vials, pour full bleHings on our head ?

Or fhall the wants of famiftiM ravens cry,

And move thv mercy to a quick fupply ?

Or (hall the lilent fuiti of drooping flovV*rs

W^oo thee for drops, and be refrefh'd with fhow'rs ?

Alas ' what marvel then, great God, what wonder.
If thy hell-roufing voice, that fplits in funder

The brafen portals of eternal death
;

What wonder if that life-reitoring breath

Which dragg'd me from th' infernal (hades of night.

Should melt my raviOi'd foul v/ith o'er-delight ?

O can my frozen gutters choofe but run.

That feel the warmth of fuch a glorious fun ?

Methinks his language, like a flaming arrow,

Doch pierce my bones, and melts their wounded mar-
[row.

VoL.I. £N^6] S Thy
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Thy flames, O Cupid (though the joyful heart

Feels neither tang of grief, nor fears the fmart

Of jealous doubts, but drunk with full defires).

Are torments, weigh'd with thefe celeftial fires ;

Pleafures that ravilh in fo high a meafure.

That O 1 languifh in excefs of pleafure

:

What ravifh'd heart, that feels thefe melting joy«.

Would not defpife and loathe the treach'rous toys,

Of dunghill earth ? what foal would not be proud

Of wry-mouth'd fcorns, the worft thatflefh and blood

Had rancour to devife ? who would not bear

The world's derifion with a thankful ear ?

What palate would refufe full bowls of fpite.

To gain a minute's tafte of fuch delight?

Great fpring of light, in whom there is no (harle^

But what my interpofed fins have made
;

Whofe marrow-melting fires admit no fcreen

But what my own rebellions put between

Their precious flames and my obdurate ear;

Difpeiie this plague-dillilling cloud, and clear

Mv mungy foul into a glorious day :

Tranfplant this fcreen, remove this bar away;

Then, then my fluent foul fhall feel the fires

Of thy fwcet voice, and my diflolv'd deCres

Shall turn a fo\*rcign balfam, to make whole

Thofe wounds my fins inflicted on thy foul.

S. AU-

#-'
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S. A U G U S T. Soliloq. Cap. xxxjV.

If^hat fire is this, that fo w^rmeih my heart F IVhat

ftght is this, that fo enfighteneth my foul? O fire, that

aluuayi burneth, and nev^r goeth cut, kinSe me : light

^

which ever JJoin^th, and art never darkened, illuminate

me. O that I had my heat from thee, moji holy fire
'

How fweet/y dojl thou burn! how fecretly d'ji thou

Jhine ! how defiredly d^jii thou injianie me !

S. BONAV^ENT. Stim. Amoris, Cap. viii.

// rnakeib God man, and man God ; things temperaly

$ternal\ mortal, immortal; it maketh an enemy ^ afriend-,

a fervant, a fon ; vile things
^ gkritus \ cold hearts

^ fiery,

and hard things, liquid.

EPIG. 5.

My foul, thy gold is true, but full of drofs ;

Thy Saviour's breath refines thee with iome loCi :

His gentle furnace makes thee pure as true
j

Thou muft be melted ere th' art caft anew.

t i -Psalm
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VI.

Psalm Ixxiii. 25.

IVljom have I in heaven hut thee ; and ivhat deftre I on

earth in refpe5t of thee ?

I. *

I
LOVE (and have fome caufe to love) the earth :

She is my Maker's creature j therefore good

;

She is my mother, for fhe gave me birth

:

She is my tender nurfe ; {he gives me food :

But what's a creature, Lord, compareM with thee ?

Or what's my mother, or my nurfe,, to me \

I love the air ;. her dainty fweets refrefli'

My drooping foul, and to new fweets invite me ;

Her flirill-mouth'd choirs fuftain me with their flefh.

And with their Polyphonian * notes delight me :

But what's the air, or all the fweets, that fhe

Can blefs my foul withal, compare'd to thee ?

3-

I love the fea ; fhe is my fellow-creature,

My careful purveyor f ; flie provides me flore

:

She walls me round ; fhe makes my diet greater

;

She w^afts my treafure from a foreign fhore :

But, Lord of oceans, when compare'd with thee.

What is the ocean, or her wealth, to me ?

• Polyphonian y i. e. many-founding.

•J Puiveycr: i. e. provider.

To
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^•

To heav'n's high city I dire£l my journey,

Whofe fpangled fuburbs entertain my eye;

Mine eye, by contemplation's gre^w attorney,

Tranfcends the cryftal pavement of the fky ;

But what is heav'n, great God, compare'd to thee?'

Without thy prefence, heav'n's no heav'n to me..

5-

Without thy prefence, earth gives no refection *
;.

Without thy prefence, fea affords no treafure ;

Without thy prefence, air's a rank infeflion ;

Without thy prefence, heav'n itfelf's no pleafure :.

If not pofTefs'd, if not en'oy'd in thee,„

What's earth, or fea, or air, or heav'n, to- me ?

6.

The higheft honors that the world can boaft-

Are fubje«5ts far too low for my defire;

Its brighteft beams of glory are (at moft)

But dying fparkles of thy living tire :

Th^ proudeft fiamei, that earih Cdn kindh, be-

But nightly glow-worms, if compare'd to thee.

7-

Without thy prefence, wealth arc baes of cares :

Wifdom, but folly : joy j difquiet, » VJnefs :

Friendfhip is treafon ; and delights are fnares :

Pleafiires, but pain ; and mirth, but pieafmg madncfsr
W^ithout thee, Lord, things be not what thev- be.

Nor have their being, when compare'd with thew%

8.

Iri having all things, and not thee, what have I?
Not having thee, what have my labors got?
Let me enjoy but thee, what farther crave L?
And having thee alone, what have I not ?

I wifh nor fea, nor land ; nor would I be
Po/Teft of heav'n, heav'n unpofieft of thee.

* Rerin.6n\ i. €. refrelhmuit, S ^ B-G'^
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BON AVENT. Sol-iloq. Cap. r.

Alas! my God^ noiv I underjiand [hut blujh to con-

fefs)^ that the beauty of thy creatures hath deceived mine

eyes^ and I have not cbfej'Ved that thou art more amiable

than all the creatures y to which thou haji communicated

but one drop of thy inejVimable beauty : for who hath ad-

orned the heavens with fiars ? who hath Jhred the air

with fowl^ the waters with ffo^ the earth with plants

ondflowers ? But what are all thefe^ but afmallfpark of
divine beauty !

S. CHRYS. Horn. V. in Ep. ad Rom.

Tn having nothings I have all things ; becaufe I have

Chrifl. Having therefore all things /« him^ I feiek k^
Other reivard

3 for he is the univerfal reward,.

EPIG. 6.

Who would not throw his better thoughts about him,.

And fcorn this drofs v/ithin him ; that, without hini i.

Cad up, my fo-J, thy clearer eye ; behold,

If thou be fully meked,^ there's the mould..

]P S A t M
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Pfalm 120.5.
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VII.

Psalm cxx. 5.

If^a^ ii ms-y that I remain in Mcfechy and dwell in the

Unis of Kedar !

IS nature's courfe diflblv'd ? doth time's glafs ftand I

Or hath Tome frolick heart fet back the hand

Of fate's perpetual clock ? will 't never ftrike I

Is crazy time grown lazy, faint, or fick^

With very age i* or hath that great pair-royal

Of adamantine fifters late made trial

Of fome new trade ? Shall mortal hearts grow old'

In forrow f Shall my weary arms infold

And underprop my panting fides for ever?

Is there no charitable hand will fever

iVIy well-fpun thread, that my imprifon'd foul

May be dcliver'd from this dull, dark hole

Of dungeon flefh ? O fhall I, fhall I never

Be ranfom'd, but remain a (lave for ever ?

It is the lot of man but once to die

;

But, ere that death, how many deaths have I f

What human madnefs makes the world afraid

To entertain heav'n's joys, becaufe. convey 'd

By th' hand of death ? will nakednefs refufe

_Rich change of robes, becaufe the man's not fpruce

That brought them ? or will poverty fend back
Full bags of gold,, becaufe the bringer's black?

Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths^

Fill'd with (he torment of a thoufand deaths ;

Which, being prick'd by death (whirh death deprives

One life), prefents the foul a thoufand lives

:

2 O fraaticJs
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O frantlck mortal, how hath earth bewitch'd

Thy bedlam foul, which hath fo fondly pitchM
Upon her falfe delights I delights that ceafe

Before enjoyment finds a time to pleafe :

Her fickle joys breed doubtful fears ; her fears

Bring hopeful griefs j her griefs weep fearful tears :

Tears coin deceitful hopes ; hopes, careful doubt,.

And furly paffion joflles paffion out :-

To-day we pamper with a full repaft

Of lavifh mirth ; at night, wc weep as fafl

:

To-night, we fwim in wealth, and lend ; to-morrow.
We fink in want, and find no friend to borrow.
In what a climate doth my foul refide !

Where pale-face'd murder, the firft-born of pride,.

Sets up her kingdom in the very fmiles,

And plighted faiths, of men like crocodiles :

A land, where each embroider'd fattin word
Is line'd with fraud j where Mars his lawlefs fword'

Exiles Aftraea's balance ; where that hand
Now flays his brother, that new-fov/'^d his land :

O that my days of bondage would expire

In this lewd foil ! Lord, how my foul's on fire

To be diffolv'd, that I might once obtain

Thofe long'd-for joys, long*d for fo oft in vain I

If, Mofes-Jike, I may not live poficft

Of this fair land 3 Lord, let me fee't at leaft.

5. A^¥^
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S. A U G U S T. Soliloq. Cap. xil.

My life is a frail life \ a corruptible life ; a life^

zubich, the more it increafeth^ the m:re it decreafeth : the

farther it goethy the nearer it cometh to death, A de^

ceitful life^ and^ like a fhadovu^ full of the fnares of
death : now I rejoice^ now I languij})^ now I fiourijh^

now infir?n, now I live ^ mid flrait I die\ now I Jeem
happy ^ always miferable \ now I laugh ; now I weep :

thus all things are fo fubje^ to mutability ^ that nothing

continueth an hour in one eftate, joy above joy, ex-

ceeding all joy^ without which there is no joy I when jhall

I enter into thce^ that I may fee my God that dwelleth in

thee f

EPIG. 7.

Art thou fo weak ? O canft thou not digeft

An hour of travail for a night of reft ?

Chear up, my foul j call home thy fp'rits, and bear

One bad Good-Friday 5 full-raouth*d Eafter's aear.

Rcitf*
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viir.

Rom. vii. 24...

Q wretched fnan that I a?n ! who Jhall deliver me from,

the body of thh death ?

BEhoId thy darling, which thy lufl/ull care
Pampers, for which thyreftlefs thoughts prepare

Such early cares ; for whom thy bubbling brow
So often fweats,. and bankrupt eyes do owe
Such midnight fcores to. nature, for whofe fake
Bafe earth is fainted, the infernal lake
Unfear'd, the crown of glory poorly rated :

Thy God negleded, and thy brother hated 5,

Behold thy darling, whomahy. foul affetSls-

So dearly; whom thy fond indulgence decks
And puppets up in foft, in filken, weeds

:

Behold the darlings whom thy fond nefs ^tt^^

With far-fetch'd delicates, the dear-bought gains*

Of ill-fpenttime, the price of half thy pains

:

Behold thy darling, who, when. clad by thee,.

Derides thy nakednefs ; and, when moft free,

Proclaims her lover flave ; and, being fed

Moft full, then ftrikes th' indulgent feeder dead.

.

What mean'ft thou thus, my poor deluded foul.

To love fo fondly ? can the burning coal.

Of thy affection laft without the fuel

Of counter-love ? Is thy compeer fo cruel.

And thou fo kind to love, unlov'd again ?

Canfl thou.fow favors, and thus reap difdaln ?

Remember,,
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Remember, O remember thou art born

Of roval blood ; remember, thou art fworn

A maid of honor in the court of heav'n

;

Remember, what a coftly price was giv'n

To ranfom thee from flav'ry thou wert in :

And wilt thou now, my foul, turn flave again ?

The fon and heir to heav'n's Tri-une J K H O V E
Would fain become a fuitor for thy lovej

And offers for thy dow'r * his Father's throne.

To iit for feraphims to gaze upon

;

He'll give thee honor, pleafure, wealth, and things

Tranfcending far the majefty of kings

:

And wilt thou proftrate to the odious charms
Of this bafe fcullion r fhall his hollow arms
Hug thy foft fides ? Shall thefe coarfe hands untie

The facred zone of thy virginity ?

For fliame, degen'rous foul, let thy defire

T3e quicken'd up with more heroic fire ?

Be wifely proud, let thy ambitious eye

Read nobler objects ; let thy thoughts defy

Such am'rous bafenefs ; ktthy foul difdain

Th' ignoble proffers of fo bafe a fwain
;

Or if thy vows be paft, and Hymen's bands
Have ceremony'd your unequal hands.

Annul, at leaft avoid, thy lawlefs act

With infufficiency, or precontract

:

Or if the act be good, yet may'it thou plead

A fecond freedom ; for the flefh is dead.

* Denver \ i, e, jointure, or portion.

NAZIANZ.
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NAZI AN Z. Orat. xvi.

How I am joined to this body^ I know not ; which^

when it is healthful^ provoketh 7ne to war ; and^ being

damaged by war^ affecteth me %vith grief: which I

both love as a fellow-fervant^ and hate as an utter

ene?ny. It is a pleafani foe^ and a perfidious friend.

O Jirange cmjunMon end aVenation I what . I fear, I

embrace ; and luhat I love, I arn afraid of: before J

make war, I a?n reconciled-, before I enjoy peace, I am
at variance.

EPIG. 8.

What need that houfe bedaubed with flefh and blood ?

Hang'd round with Tilks and gold ? repaired with food .^

Coft idly fpent ! that coft doth but prolong

Thy thraldom. Fool, thou make'H thy gaol too ftrong*

Philip-
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IX.

Ph iLi ppi A>js i. 23.

I am in a firait between tiuo, having a deftre to

folvedy and to be with Chriji.

^;''

I.

WHAT meant our careful parents, fo to wear^

And lavifli out their ill-extended hours.

To purchafe for us large poll'eflions here,

Which (tho' unpurchas'd) are too truly ours ?

What meant they, ah ! what meant they to endure

Such loads of needlefs labour, to procure

And make that thing our own, which was our own too

[fure?

What mean thefe liv'ries * and poflefEve keys ?

Wfiat mean thefe bargains, and thefe needlefs fales ?

What need thefe jealous, thefe fufpicious ways,

Of law-devis'd and law-difTolv'd entails ?

No need to fweat for gold, wherewith to buy
Eftates of high-prize'd land; no need to tie

Earth to their heirs, were they but cloeg'd with earth,

[as I.

3-

O were their fouls but clogg'd with earth, as I,

They would not purchafe with fo fait an itch ;

They would not take of alms, what now they buy;
Nor call him happy, whom the world counts rich

;

Thevwould not take fuchpains. project and prog.

To charge their fhoulders with fo great a log :

Who hath the greater lands, hath but the greater clog.

• Liierki
J
a law-term, exprcflivc of legal conveyance of an eftate.

Vol. I. [No 7] T lean-
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.
4-

.

I cannot do an a£l which earth difdains not

;

I cannot think a thought which earth corrupts not;

I cannot fpeak a word which earth profanes not;

I cannot make a vow earth interrupts not

:

If I but offer up an early groan, [throne,

Or fpreid my wings to heav'ns long long'd-for

Shedarkens my complaint, and drags myoftVingdown.

5-

Ev'n like the hawk (whole keeper's wary hands

Have made a pris'ncr to her weath'ring flock},

Fcrirctting quite the pow'r of her faft bands,

Makes a rank-bate* from her forfaken block
;

But her too faithful leafh f doth foon retain

Her broken flight, attempted oft in vain
;

it gives her loins a twitch, and tugs her back again,

6.

So, when my foul dire£ls her better eye

To heav'n's bright palace, where my treafure lies,

I fpread my willing wings, but cannot fly ;

Earth hales me down, I cannot, cannot rife :

When 1 but ftrive to mount the leafl: degree.

Earth gives a jerk, and foils me on my knee ;

Lord, how my foul is rack'd betwixt the world and thee I

Great God I I fpread my feeble wings in vain ;

In vain I offer my extended hands :

I cannot mount till thou unlink my chain :

I cannot come till thou releafe my bands :

Which if thou pleafe to break, and then fupply

My wings with fpirit, th' eagle fhall not fly

A pitch that's half fo fair, nor half fo fwifc as I.

* Ra>.k-hate ; J. e. a ftrong Tpr'ng for flight. f Leajbt i. c. thong,

bv wiiii-h fhc is failen'a lu her fto«k or perch,
^

S. B O-
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S. B O N AV E N T. Soliloq. Cap. i.

Ah ! fweet Ji'fus^ pierce the marrow of my foul with

the healthfulJhafts of thy love^ that it may truly bum and

melt and languijh with toe only defire of thee ; that it may

defie to be dijpilved^ and to be with thee : let it hunger

alone for the bread of life : lei it thirfi after thee^ the

fpring and fountain of eternal light, the Jlream of true

pleajure : let it always difire iheiyjeck ihee^ andfind thet^

tmdfweetly rcfl in thig^

EPIG. 9.

What, will thy (hackles neither loofe nor break ?

Are they too ftrong, or is thine arm too weak ?

Art will prevail where knottv ftrength denies;

My foulj there's aqua-fortis in thine eyes.

T 2 Psalm
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X,

Psalm cxlii. 7.

Bring my foul out of pr'ifin^ that I may pralfe ihy

name,

MY foul is like a bird ; my flefli the ^^^t^

Wherein fhe wears her weary pilgrimage
Of hours, as few as evil, daily {^6.

V/ith facred wine, and facramental bread
j

The keys that lock her in, and let her out.

Are birth and death ; 'twixt both, fhe hops aboiit

From perch to perch, from fenfe to reafon \ then.
From higher reafon, down to fenfe again :

From {^?l[^ fhe climbs to faith ; where, for a feafon.

She fits and fings ; then down again to reafon :

From reafon, back to faith ^ and ftraitj from thence^

She rudely flutters to the perch of fenfe :

From {^x\{t^ to hope ; then hops from hope to doubt 5

From doubt, to dull defpair j there feeks about
For defp'rate freedom, and, at ev'iy grate,

^'vi^ wildly thrufts, and begs th* untimely date

Of th' unexpire'd thraldom, to releafe

Th'aiHidled captive, that can find no peace.

Thus am \ coop'd ; within this fieChly cage

I wear my youth, and wafte my v/eayy age,

^Spending that breath, v/hich was ordain'd to chant
Keav'n's praifes forth, in fighs' and fad complaint

:

V/hiift happier birds can fpread their nimble wing
From fhrubs to cedars, and there chirp and fing,

in choice of raptures, the harmonious ftory

Of rnan's redemption;, apd his Maker's glory.

You
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Pfalm 142 .7.

Ztrrt{,fref rnv (h/i/uf Snd , anddun thvfrazje

S/tft/Z/i// t/w re/nnimt ofrnvJovfitlDivyj^.
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You glorious martyrs, you illudrious troop?,

That once were cloifter'd in your ftefhly coops

As fail as I, what rhet'ric had your tongues !

What dextrous art had vour elegiac for.gs !

What Paul-lilce pow'r had your admire'd devotion f

What {hackle-breaking faith infus'd fuch motion
To your ftrong prayV, that could obtain the boon"*
To be enlarge'd ; to be unca;^e'd fo foon !

WhiUl I, poor I, can fing my daily tears.

Grown old in bondage, and can find no ears :

You great partakers of eternal glory,

That, with vour heav'n-prevailing oratory,

Releas'd your fouls from your terreftrial cage.

Permit th^ paffion of my holy rage

To recommend my forrows, dearly known
To you, in days of old, and once your Ov\'n,

To your bed thoughts (but oh, 't doth not bent ye

To move your pray'rs
;
you love joy, not pity) :

Gfeat Lord of foi^ls, to whom fhould pris'ners iiy.

Bat thee ? thou hadft a cage as well as I

;

And, for my fake, thy pleafure was to know
The forrows that it brought, and felt'ft them too;

O fet me free, and I will fpend thofedays,

Which now i wafle m begging, in thy praife,

B:it ; i. c. the deHrcd f<iV3ur»

AK.
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AN S ELM. in Protolog. Cap. i.

mijcrahle condition of mankind^ that has lojl thatfor
which he was created I Alas ! what hath he lofl ? and
%vhat hath hefowtd ? He hath lofl happinefs^ for which

he zvas 7nade ; and found mifery^ for which he was not

made. What is gone ? and what is left ? That thing is

gone, without which he is unhappy : that thing is lefty

by which he is tniferable. O wretched men I from whence

are we expelled? to what are we impelled? fVhcnce are

we thrown ? and whither are we hurried ? From our

home^ into hanijhmcnt
\ from the fight of God^ into cur

own blindnefs ; from the pUafure of immortality, to the

bitternefs of death. Miferable change ! from how great

a good, to how great an evil I Jh me ! what have I en^

icrprifed ? what have I done ? whither did I go ? whi-^

tijer am I come ?

EPIG. iG.

Paui*s mic?night voice prevailM ; his miific^s thunder

Unhinge*d the prlfon- doors, fplit bolts in funder :

And fitt'ft thou here, and hang'ft the feeble wing ?'

And whine'ft to be enlarge'd ? Soul, learn to ilng.

PsAtM
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Pfalnx 42 .1.

T^y'u (i^f tAeJ/nrf t/tf rcf/irif^ Sfrcnrtt.v desire^'.
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xr.

Psalm xlii. i.

Ai i'he hart panteth after the waier-brooh^ fo panieth

myJcul after thee^ O God^

I.

HOW fliall my tongue exprefs that hallowM fire

Which heav'n hath kindled in my ravifh'd heart I

What mule fhall I invoice, that will infpire

My lowly quill to a£l a lofty part ?

What art (hall 1 devife, t* exprefs defire

Too intricate to be exprefs'd by art ?

Let all th« Nine be filent ; I refufe

Their aid in this high tafk ; for they abufe

The flames of love too much : aflift m^, David's raufe.

Not as the thirdly foil defires foft fhowVs,

To quicken and refrefh her embryon grain* ^

Nor a.s the drooping crefls of fading flow'rs

Requeft the bounty of a morning rain.

Do I defire my God : Thefe, in hw hours,

Re-wifh what late their wifiies d:d obtain
;

But as the fwift-foot hart doth wounded fly

To ih' much-defired dreams, ev*n fo do I

Pant after thee my God, whom I muft find, or die.

^ Emliyon grain-j i. c. feed in the earth not come up.

Before
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3-

Before a pack of deep-mouth *d lufts I flee
;

O, they have Tingled out my panting heart :

And wanton Cupid, fitting in a tree, "^
Hath pierce'd my bofom with a Rimiff^zh j

My foul, being fpent, for refuge (eeks to thee,

But cannot find where thou my refuge art

:

Like as the fwift-foot hart doth wounded fly

To the defired ftreams, ev'n fo do I

Pant after thee, my God, whom 1 muft find, or die.

4-

At length, by flight, I overwent the pack
;

Thou drew'ft the wanton dart from out my v\7Dund y

The blood that followM, left a purple track, ^-

Which brought a ferpent, but in {h^pe a hound ;

We firove, he bit me ; but thou brake'ft his back,

I left him grov'iing on th'envenom'd ground :

But as the ferpent-bitten hart doth fly

To the long long'd-for ftreams, ev'n fo do I

Pant after thee, my God, whom I muft find, or die,

5-

If lufl fhould chafe my foul, made fvvift by fright,

Thou art the ftream whereto n.y foul is bound :

Or if ajav'lin wound my fides in flight.

Thou art the baliam that muft cure my wound :

If poifon chance t*infefl: my foul in fight,

Thou art the treacle that muft make me found :

Ev'n as the wounded hart, emboft*, doth fly

To th*ftreams •extremely long'd for, fo do 1

Pant after thee, my God, whom 1 muft find, or die.

* Emlojl-j i, c. wearied to a foaming ; a term of hu-ntcrs.

2 S.CYRIL,
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S.CYRIL. Lib. v. in Joh. Cap x.

O precious water ! which quencheth the no'ifom ihirft

of this worlds Jcoureth all thejlains offtnners^ that lua-

iereth the earth of our fouls with heavenly jhowers^

and hringeth hack the thirjiy heart of man to his only

God!

S. A UG U S T. SolIIoq. Cap. xxxv.

O fountain of life^ and vein of living waters^ when

Jhall I leave this forfaken^ impajjifile^ and dry earthy and

tafle the waters of thy fweetnefs, thai I may behold thy

virtue and thy glory^ andflake my thirfl with theJlrearns

of thy mercy ! Lordy I thirfl \ thou art the fpring of life

^

fatisfy mf : I thirjiy Lord^ I thirfl after thee the living

GQd!

EPIG. II,

The arrow-fmitten hart, deep-wounded, flies

To th* fprings, with water in his weeping eyes :

Heav'n is thy fpring : if Satan's fiery dart

Pierce thy faint Ades ; do fo, my wounded heart.

Psalm
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XII.

Psalm xlli. 2.

IVhenJhall I come and appear before God?

WHAT is my foul the better^ to be tineM *

With holy fire I what boots f it to be coin'd

With heav'n'sown flamp? what Vantage J can there be

To fouls of heav^n-defcended pedigree,

IVtore than to beads that grovel f are not they

Y^6, by th* Almighty's hand ? and ev'ry day,

Fill'd with his bleffings too ? Do they not fee

God in his creatures, as direct as we \

Do they not tafte thee? hear thee? nay, what fenfe

Is not partaker of thine excellence ?

What more do we ? alas ! what ferves our reafoji.

But, like dark lanterns, to accompiilh treafon

With greater clofenefs \ It aff..rds no light,

EringS thee no nearer to our purblind Tight:

No pleafure rifes up the leaft degree.

Great God ! but in the clearer view of thee :

What priv'lege more than fenfe, hath reafon, then?

What 'vantage is it to be born a man?
How often haih my patience built, dear Lord,
Vain tow'rs of hope upon thy gracious word I

How often hath thy hope-reviving grace

Woo*d my fufpicious eyes to feek thy face !

How often have I fought thee ! O how long

Hath expectation taught my perfect tongue

Repeated pray'rs, yet pray*rs could ne'er obtain t

In vain I feek thee, and I beg in vain :

* Tined'f i. e. lighted up, •\- Boots j i. e. profits, J 'Vantage)

i, C: advantage.

If
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If It be high prefumption to behold

Thy face, why didft thou make mine eyes Co bold

To feelc it ? If that obje6l be too bright

For man's afpe6l, why did thy lips invite

Mine eye t'expecSl It ? If it might be feen.

Why is this envious curtain drawn between

My darken'd eye and it ? O tell me, why
Thou doft command the thing thou doft deny ?

Why doft thou give me fo unprize'd a treafure.

And then deny'ft my greedy foul the pleafure

To view my gift f Alas ! that gift is void.

And is no gift, that may not be enjoy'd :

If thofe refulgent beams of heav'n's great light

Gild not the day, what is the day but night ?

The drowfy fhepherd fleeps, i!ow'rs droop and fade ;

The birds are fuUen, and the beaft is fad :

But if bright Titan dart his golden ray.

And with his riches glorify the day.

The Jolly fhepherd pipes ; flow'rs freftily fpring;

The beafts grow gamefome, and the birds they ling.

Thou art my fun, great God 1 O when fhall I

View the full beams of thy meridian eye ?

Draw, draw this flelhly curtain, that denies

The gracious prefence of thy glorious eyes;
Or give me faith j and, by the eye of grace,

I fnall behold thee, though not face to face.

S. AU.
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S. AUGUST, in Pfal. xxxix.

IVho created all things, is better than all things : who
heautified all things, is more beautiful than all things :

ivho made Jirength, isjlronger than all things : who made

great things, is greater than all things : whatfoever thou

lovefi^ he is that to thee : learn to love the ivorkman in his

work, the Creator in his creature. Let not that zvhich

was made by him pojjefs thee^ lejl thou tofe him by whom
ihyfelfwas made,

5. AUGUST. Med. Cap. xxxvii.

O thou mojl fweet, mojl gracious, moji amiable, mofl

fuir, when/hall Ifee thee? whenjhall I be fatisfied with

thy beauty ? when wilt thou lead mefrom this dark dun^

geoHy that I may confefs thy name ?

EPIG. 14.

How art thou {haded, in this veil of night.

Behind thy curtain flefh ! Thou feeft no light.

But what thy pride doth challenge as her own ;

Thy flefh is high : foul, tak.e this curtain down.

Psalm





^y.IlmlK

Pfalm.55.6.

Then u-cyn/t{ZxTf^lz^ fJte. Re<ilfns t^f'Pcncf andLoi"^

.
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XIII.

Ps ALM Iv. 6.

O that I had the wings of a dove^ for then 1 wouldfly

away and be at refl,

I,

AND am I fvvorn a dunghlll-flave for ever

To earth's bafe drudg'ry ? Shall I never find

A night of reft ? Shall my indentures never

Be cancdPd ? Did injurious nature bind

Mv foul earth's 'prentice, with no claufe to leave her ?

No day of freedom ? Muft I for ever grind ?

O that I had the pinions of a dove,

That I might quit my bands, and foar abo\''e.

And pour my juft complaints before the greatJehove I

How happy arc the doves, that have the pow'r.
Whene'er they plcafe, to fpread their airy wings I

Or cloud-dividing eagles, that can tow'r

Above the fcent of thefe inferior things !

Hovy happy ig the lark, that ev'ry hour
Leaves earth, and then for joy mounts up and fings !

Had my dull foul but wings as well as they.
How 1 would fpring fron earth, and clip * away.

As wife Aftraea did, and fcorn this ball of clay !

* C.V^i u e. fly fwiftly.

Vol. I. [N? 7] • U O how
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3-

O how my foul wouM Tpurn this ball of clay.

And loath the dainties of earth's painful pleafure !

O how Vd laugh to fee men night and day

Turmoil to gain that trafh, they call their treafure I

O how I'd fmile to lee what plots they lay

To catch a blaft, or own a fmile from Caefar !

Had I the pinions of a mounting dove.

How I would (oar and ling, and hate the love

Of tranfitory toys, and feed on joys above I

4-

There fhould I find that everlafting pleafure.

Which change removes not, and which chance pre-

Therefliould I find that everlafting treafure [vents not;

Which force' deprives not, fortune difaugments •

There (hould I find that everlafting Caefar, [not;

Whofe hand recalls not, and whofe heart repents

Had I the pinions of a clipping dove, [not;

How I would climb the fkies, and hate the love

Of tranfitory toys, and joy in things above !

5-

No rank-mouth'd (hinder there {hall give ofFence,

Or blall our blooming names, as here they do

;

No liver-fcalding lull: fhall there incenfe

Our boiling veins ; there is no Cupid's bow:
Lord, give my foul the milk-white innocence

Of doves, and I (hail have their pinions too-:

H.id I the pinions of a clipping dove,

How I would quit this earth, and foar abov&.

And heav'n's bleft kingdom find, with heav'n's bleft

[King Jehove !

• D'lf^vgments f i.e. wafteth,

S. AU-
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S.AUGUST, in Pfal. cxxxviii.

Ifhat wings Jhould 1 defire^ hut the two precepts of^

love, on which the law and the prophets depend! O [f

I could obtain fhefe wings, J could fly from thy face to

thy face \ from the face of thy jujllce, to the face of-^ihy

mercy : let me find th&fe wings by love, which we have

hjl by lujh

S. AUGUST, in Pfal. Ixxvi.

Let ui caft of whatjaeger hindereth, entanojeth, or

hurdeneth our flight, until we attain that luhich fatisfieth \

beyond zvhuh. n^^thing ii ; bifteuth lohich^ all things are
i

if tvblth^ all thingi are*

EPIG. 13.

Tell me, my wlfiiing foul, didft^ ever try-

How faft the wings of red-crofs'd faith can fly ?

Whv begg'ft thou, then, the pinions of a dove ?

Faith's wings arc fwifter 3 but the fwifteft, love»

U 2 Psalm
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XIV.

PsALW Ixxxiv. I.

How amiable are thy tabernacles^ God of hcjls f

ANcient of days, to whom ali things are now.
Before whofe glory feraphims do bow

'I'heir blufhirg cheeks, and veil their b!emifh*d faces>

l^ha^, uncontain'd, at once doft fill all places
j

How glorious, O how far beyond the height

Of puzzltd quills, or the obtufe conceit

Of flefh and blood, or the too flat reports

Of mortal longues, are thy exprefslefs courts!

XVhofe glory to paint forth with greater art,

Ravifh my fancy, and infpire my heart

;

Exc'jfe my bold aat-mpt, and pardon me
For ftiewing fenfe, what faith alone fhould fee.

Ten^thouliand millions, and ten thoufand more

Of angel- meafute'd leagues, from ih'eaftern (bore

Of dungeon earth, his glorious palace ftands.

Before whofe pearly gates ten thoufand bands

Of armed angels wait to entertain

I'hofs purged fouls, for which the Lamb was /lain;

Whole ouiklefs death, and voluntary yielding

Of whofe giv'n life, gave the brave court her building;

The lukewarm blood of this dear Lamb, being fpilt.

To rubies turned, whereof her poils were built;

And what dropp'd down in a kind gelid gore.

Did turn rich fapphires, and did pave her floor :

Tne brii^hur fldUies, that from his eye- balls ray'd.

Grew cbryfolytes, whereof her walls were made:
'^-

The
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Pfalm 841.
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The milder glances fparkled on the ground.

And groundfil'd ev'rv door with diamond
;

But dying, darted upwards, and did fix

A battlement of pureft fardonyx.

Her ftreets with burnifh'd gold are paved round.

Stars lie like pebbles fcatter'd on the ground :

Pearl mixt wirh onyx, and the jafper flone.

Made gravell'd caufeways to be trampled on.

There (bines no (un by dav, no moon by night;
The palace glory is, the palace light

:

There is no time to meafure motion by.

There time is fwallow'd in eternitv :

Wry-mouth*d difdain, and corner hunting luft.

And twy-face'd fraud, and beetle-brow *d diftfufi,

Saul-boilino; racre, and trouble-flare fedirion,

And giddy doubt, and goggle-eye'd fufpicion,

And lumpifh forrow, and degen'rous fear.

Are banifh'd thence, and de..;h'b a liranger there:

But fimple love, and fempirenicil joys

Whole fweetnefs neither gluts, n(;r fullnefs cloys j

Where face to face our riTv-fh'd e. e fhall fee

Great E L O H I M, that glorious One in Three,
And Tri'-ee in One, aiid feeing him (hall bleis him.
And bleiTmg, r.ve him ; and, in love, poiTefs him.
Here ftay, my foul, and, ravi(h'd in relation.

The words being fpent, fpend now in cojiteGiiilution.

U ^ ' S.GPvEG
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S. GREG, in Ffal. vii. poenitent.

Sweet Jefvs^ the woi d of the Father, the Irightnefs of
paternal glory ^ whom an: els delight to i/iezUy teach me to

do thy ivill ; that^ led b) thy good Spirit, 1 may come to

that hlejjed city^ where cla\ is eternal ; where there is cer-

tain fecurity^ end fecure eternity \ and eternal peace^ and
peaceful h.appine!s \ and happy jvuettnefsy and jweet plea^

fure-y 'xvhere thtu^ God, tvitb-the Father and the Holy
Spirit^ livefl and reignefl ziorld without end.

Ibidem.

Thire is lights without darknefs ; yey, without grief'^

deftre, zvithout punijhmcnt \ Lve^ withoutfadnefs \ fatieiy^

without loathing
; Jafety, zvithout fear \ healthy without

difcaje \ and Ufe^ without death.

fePIG. 14.

My foul, pry not too nearly ; the complexion

Of Sol's bright face is feen by the reflexion * [what

:

But vvouldft thou know what's heav'n ? Til tdl thee

Think what thou caiift not thinkj and heav'n is that.

Canticles





B.V.^wA./^

CarLt:8.Lj<.
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XV.

Canticles viii. 14.

Make ha/?e, my beloved, and he like the roe, or the young-

hart upon the mountains offpices,

GO, gentle tyrant, go; thy flames do pierce

My foul too deep ; thy flames are too, too fierce ;

My marrow melts, my fainting fplrits fry

I' th' torrid zone of thy meridian eye

:

Away, away, thy fweets are too perfuming

:

Turn, turn thy face, thy fires are too confuming :

Hafte hence, and let thy winged fteps outgo

The frig.hted roebuck, and his flying roe.

But wilt thou leave me, then ? O thou, that art

Life of my foul, foul of my dying heart.

Without the fweet afpeiSl of whofe fair eyes

My foul doth languifh, and her folace dies ?"

Art thou fo eas'iy woo'd I fo apt to hear

The frantic language of my foolifli fear ?

Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me

;

Look, look upon me, tho' thine eyes overcome me.
how they wound ! but how my wounds con.ent me I

How fweetly thefe delightful pains torment me !

How am I tortuie'd in exceifive meafure

Of pleahng cruelties ! too cruel treafure *
!

Turn, turn away, remov* thv fcorching beams 5

1 languiih with thefe bitter-fweet extremes :

Halle then, and let thy winged fteps outgo

The flying roebuck, and his frigined roe.

Treajurc j. lead plr afuse.

2 Turn
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Turn back, my dear; O let my ravifti'd eye

Once more behold thy face, before thou fly
;

What, fhall we part without a mutual kifs f

who can leave fo fweet a face as this .?

Look full upon me •, foi* my foul defires

To turn a holy martyr in thofe fires

:

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me

;

Look, look upon me, tho' thy flames overcome me.

If thou becloud the funfhine of thine eye,

1 freeze to death ; and if it fliine, I fry

;

Which, like a fever, that my foul hath got.

Makes me to burn too cold, or freeze too hot

;

Alas ! I cannot bear fo fweet a fmart.

Nor canft thou be lefs glorious than thou art.

Hafle then, and let thy winged fteps outgo

The frighted roebuck, and his flying roe.

But go not far beyond the reach of breath
j

Too large a diftance makes another death :

My youth is in her fpring ; autumnal vows
Will make me riper for fo fweet a fpoufe

;

When after-times have burnifti'd my defire,

I'll flioot thee flames for flimes, and fire for fire.

O leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me
;

Look, look upon me, tho' thy flames o'ercomc me.

Auior
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Autor Scalae Paradifi, Tom. Iv. Aug. Cap. viii.

Fear noi^ hr'ide^ nor defpair ; think not thyfelf con-

temned^ if thy Bridegroom withdrcnu his face a while :

All things co-operatefir the bejl : both from his ahjence^

and his prefence, thou gainefl light : he con^th to thee^

and he goeth from thee he Cometh^ to make thee confo-

late ; he goeth ^ to make thee cautious^ leji thy abundant

confolatiiin puff thie up : he Cometh, that thy languiffying

foul may be comforted ; he goeth^ left his familiarity Jhuld
be contmmed \ and^ being abfent^ to be m^n dejired \ and^

bting defired^ to be more earmjUy fought : and^ being long

foughty to be more acceptablyfound.

EPIG. 15.

My foul, fin's monfter, whom with greater eafe,

Ten thoufand fold, thy God could make than pleafe.

What would'ft thou have ? Nor pleas'd with fun, nor
fhade }

Heav'n knows not what to make of what he made»

The



238 EMBLEMS. Book V.

THE

FAREWELL,
Rfiv. ir. 10.

Si thu faithful unto death, and I will gm tha tin

cnwn tf llfi.

B E faithful ; Lord, what's that ?

Believe : HTis eafy to believe ; but what ?

That he whom thy hard heart hath wOunded,
And whom thy fcorn hath fpit upon.

Hath paid thy fine, and hath compounded
For thefe foul deeds thy hands have done :

Believe that he, whofe gentle palms

Thy needle-pointed fins have nail'd.

Hath borne thy flavifh load (of alms).

And made fupply where thou haft fail'd ;

Did ever mis'ry find fo ftrange relief?

It is a love too ftrange for man's belief,

2.

Believe that he, whofe fide

Thy crimes have pierce'd with their rebellions, 6y*d

To
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Pijcle{que coronat ad Aras.
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To fave thy guilty foul from, dying

Ten thoufand hotrrid deaths, from, whence
There was no 'fcape, there was no Hying,

But through his deareft blood's expence:

Believe, this dying friend requires

No other thanks, for all his paia.

But ev'n the truth of weak defires.

And, for his love, but love again

:

Did ever mis'ry find fo true a friend t

It is a love too vaft to comprehend.

3-

With floods of tearfl baptize

And drench thefe dry, thefe unregenerate eyes
;

Lord, whet my dull, my blunt belief,

And break this flefhy rock in funder.

That from this heart, this hell of grief.

May fpring a heav'n of love and wonder

:

if thy mercies will remove
And melt this lead from my belief.

My grief will then refine my love.

My love will then refrelh my grief:

Then weep, mine eyes, as he harh bled) vouchfafc

To drop for every drgp an epiiaph.

But is the crown of glory

The wages of a lamentable ftory ?

Or can fo great a purchafe rife

From a fait humour ? Can mine eyes

Run faft enough t' obtain this prize ?

If fo. Lord, who's (o mad to die ?

Thy tears are trifles; thou muft do:
Alas ! I cannot ; then endeavour :

1 will : but will a tug or two
Suffice the turn ? 1 hou muft perfevcr* :

• Perfever\ i, e, hold on, * ^*
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I'll ftrive till death ; and fhall my feeble flrife

Be crown 'd ? Til crown it with a crown of life,

5-

But is there fuch a dearth.

That thou muft buy what is thy due by birth ?

He whom thy hands did form of duft,

And give him breath, upon condition

To love his great Creator ; muft

He now be thine by compofition ?

Art thou a gracious God and mild.

Or headftrong man rebellious, rather ?

O, n^an's a bafe rebellious child.

And thou a very gracious father :

The gift is thine ; we ftrive, thou crown'ft our ftrife

:

Thou giv'ft us faith -, ai^d faith a crown of life.

End of VOL. L
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TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE

BOTH IN BLOOD AND VIRTUE,

AND MOST ACCOMPLISHED LADY,MAR Y,

COUNTESS OF DORSET,
LADY GOVERNESS TO "fHE MOST ILLUSTRIOUS

CHARLES,
PRINCE OF GREAT BRITAIN,

AND

J A M E S,

DUKE OF YORK.

EXCELLENT LADY,

TPnfent thefe tapers to hnrn under the fafe pre-

teriton ofyonr honourable name ; wherey Ipre-

fume^ theyftandfecure from the damps of ignoranccy

and hlafts of cenfure. It is a fmall part of that

abundant fervice which my thankful heart oweth

your incomparable goodnefs. Be pieafed to honour

it with your acceptance^ which fhall be nothing but

what your own efteemjhall make it.

MADAM,
Tour hadyfhip^s

moft humble fervant

J

X 2 Fra. Quarles,
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TO THE READER.

IF you are fatisfied with my Emblems,

I here fet before you a fecond fervice.

It is an ^^gyptian difh, drefl'ed on the

Englifh fafhion. They, at their feafts,

ufed to prefent a death's-head at their

fecond courfe : this will ferve for both.

You need not fear a furfeit : here is but

little, and that light of digeflion : if it

but pleafe your palate, I queftion not

your ftomach. Fall to, and much good

may it do you.

Convivio addit Minerval. E. B,

Rem^ Regem, Regmen, R^gionem^ Religionem^

Exornat-i cekbraiy laudato honorat^ amat.

Psalm
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Psalm li. 5.

Behold^ I was Jhapen in iniquity^ and in fin did my

mother conceive me»

MAN is man's A. B. C. There's none that can

Read God aright, unlefs he firft fpell man :

Man is the flairs, whereby his knowledge climbs

To his Creator, though it oftentimes

Stumbles for want of light, and fometimes trips

For want of careful heed ; and fometimes flips

Through unadvifed hafte ; and when at length

His weary fteps have reach'd the top, his ftrength

Oft fails tQ Hand ; his giddy brains turn round.

And, Phaeton-iike, falls headlong to the ground :

Thefe flairs are often dark, and full of danger

To him, whom want of practice makes a ftranger

To this blind way : the lamp o^ nature lends

But a falfe light, and lights to her own ends.

Thefe be the ways to hea/'n, thefe paths require

A light that fprings from that diviner fire,

Whole human-foul-enlight'ning fun-beams dart

Thro' the bright cranies * of th' im.mortal part^

And here, thou great Original of light,

Whofe error-chaling beams do unbenight f
The verv foul of darknef's, and untwiit

The clouds of ignorance ; do thou aiTifl

I\ly feeble quill : reflect thy facred rays

Upon thefe lines, that they may light the ways
That lea] to thac; fo guide my heart, my hand.
That I may do what others underflandJ

Let my heart practife what my hand lliall write;
Till then, I am a taper wanting light,

* C ey^'iTS'y i. e. little cracks, f Ur.Ur.lgkt) i. e. remove the
^loom, cr m^ke day.

X 3 This
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This goi.-cn precept, " Know thyfelf,'* came down
From beav'n's high court: it was an art unknown
To fiefh and blood. The men of nature took

Great jouinies in it : their dim eyes did look

But thro' the mift ; like pilgrims, they did fpend

Thfir idle fteps, but knew no journey's end.

The way to know thyfelf, is firft to caft *

Thy frail beginning', progrefs, and thy laf!

:

This is the fum of m.an ; but now return.

And view this taper landing in this urn.

Behold her fubftance fordid and impure,

XJfelefs and vain, and (wanting light) obfcure :

Tis but a fpan at longefl-, nor can laft

Beyond that fpan ; ordain'd and made to wafte;

Ev'n fuch was man (before his foul gave light

To this vile fubftance) a mere child of night

;

Ere he had life, eftated f in his urn.

And mark'd for death ; by nature born to burn :

Thus lifelcfs, lightlefs, worthlefs, frrft began

That glorious, that prefumptuous thing, call'd man.

• Caft) i. e. contemplate.
-f- Eftute^ \ 1. e. fixed or flace<l ia

tbe ur0 or candkdjck; the bodj.

S.AUGUST.
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S. AUGUST.
147

Confider^ man^ what thou wert before thy birth

^

and what thou art from thy birth to thy deaths and
what thou Jhalt he after death : thou wert made of an
impure fubjhnce^ clcathed and nourijhed in thy mother's,

blood.

EPIG. 7.

Forbear, fond taper : what thou feek.*{^, is fire r

Thy own deftrudion's Icdg'd in thy defire.

Thy wants are far more fafe than their fupply i.

He that begir.s to live, begins to die«

Gi
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G ET3. i. 3.

And God fiild. Let there be light j and ihire was

tight.

I.

THIS flame-expe£ting taper hath at length

Received fire, and now begins to burn :

It hath no vigour yet, it hath no ftrength
;

Apt to be pufPd and quench'd at ev'ry turn :

It was a gracious hand that thus endow'd [fhroud

This fnufF with flame : but mark, this hand doth

Itfelf from mortal -eyes, and folds it in a cloud,

2.

Thus man begins to live. An unknown flame

Quickens his finifliM organs, now pofl'eft

With motion ; and whiqh motion doth proclaim

An a(Slive foul, though in a feeble bread :

Bnt how, and when infus'd, ask not my pen j

Here flies a cloud before the eyes of" men :

I cannot tell thee how, nor canft thou tell me wheck.

3'

Was it a parcel of celeftial fire,

Infus'd by heav'n into this flefhly mould I

Or was it (think you) made a foul intire I

Then, was it new created ? or of old ^

Or is't a propagated fpark, rake'd out
From nature's embers ? While we go about

By reafon to refolve, the more we raife a dotibt,

2 If
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4-

If it be part of that celeftial flame.

It muft be ev'n as pure, as free from fpot.

As that eternal fountain whence it came :

If pure and fpotlefs, then whence came the blot* ?

Itfelf being pure, could not itfelf defile
;

Nor hath unadlive matter pow*r to foil

Her pure and a(5tive form, as jars corrupt their oil.
'J

5-

Or if it were created, tell me when :

If in the firfl fix days, where kept till now ?

Or if thy foul were new-created, then

Heav*n did not ail, at firft, he had to do ;

Six days expired, ail creation ceas*d

;

All Icinds, cv'n from the greateft to the leaft.

Were finifli'd and complete before the day of reft,

6.

But why fliould man, the lord of creatures, want
That privilege which plants and beafts obtain ?

Beafts bring forth beafts, the plant a perfedt plant.

And ev'ry like brings forth her like again ;

Shall fowls and filhcs, beafts and plants convey
Life to their iflue, and man lefs than they ?

Shall thefe get living fouls, and mandead lumps of clay?

7-

Muft human fouls be generated, then ?

My water ebbs j behold, a rock is. nigh :

If nature's work produce the fouls of men,
Man's foul is mortal : all that's born muft die.

What (hall we then conclude ? what funfhine will

Difperfe this gloomy cloud ? till then, be ftill.

My vainly-ftriving thoughts j lie down, my puzzled

[quill,
• S!ct /* ii e. original dcpravitv.

ISIDOR.
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I SID OR.
^Fhy doji thou wonder^ O man, at th height of the

fiars, or the depth of thefea ; enter into thine own foul^

and wonder there.

Thy foul^ hy trtatim, is infujed \ hy infufjon^ cre-»

0ted,

EPIC. a.

What art thou now the bette? by this flame ?

Thou know*ft not how, norwhen, nor whence it cattie

:

Poor kind of happinefs I that can return

Naln^e aeoouAtlMt (hilf to %i 1 burA.
..., c.:1 J.;: -i j: .! ;:

f^d eftol

PsAtM





Quojue cuuque rapit

.

.Myff^i'^c /^i^fjfht fs thitAp tii&f^ fr and/ro ,

The Sport (ifall tAe enri/nts ^'ihds tftat l-lv
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Psalm cili. 16.

ne wind pajfeth omr it, and it is gom.

NO fooner is this lighted taper fet

Upon the tranfitory ftage

Of eye-bedark'ning night.

But it is ftrait fubje£ted to the threat

Of envious winds, whofe wafteful rage

Difturbs her peaceful light, [lefs bright.

And makes her fubftance waft^, and makes hejr flames

2.

No fooner are we born, no fooner come
To take pofTeffion of this vaft.

This foul-aifli(^ing earth,

But danger meets us at the very womb j

And forrow, with her fuU-mouth'd biaft.

Salutes our painful birth.

To put out all our joys, and pufFout all our mirth,

3»

Nor infant innocence, nor childifli teaYs,

Nor youthful wit, nor manly powV,
Nor politic old «ge.

Nor virgin's pleading, nor the widow's pray'rs,

Nor lowly cell, nor lofty tow'r,

Nor prince, nor peer, nor page.

Can 'fc^pe* this common blaft, or curb herftormyrage,

* *S{jf>e i
i. e, cfcapc or avoid.

Our
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^*

Our life is but a pilgrimage of blafts.

And ev'ry blaft brings forth a fear

;

And ev^^ry fear, a death
;

The more it lengthens, ah ! the more it wailes :

Were, were we to continue here

The days of long-live'd Seth,

Our forrows would renew, as we renew our breath.

TofsM to and fro, our frighted thoughts are driven

With ev'ry puff, with ev'ry tide

Of life-confuming care ;

Our peaceful flame, that would point up to heav*n.

Is ftill difturb'd, and turned afide;

And ev'ry blaft of air

Commits fuch wafte in man, as man cannot repair.

6.W are all born debtors, and we firmly ftand

Oblige'd for our firft parents' debt,

Befides our intereftj

Alas ! we have no harmlefa * counterbond ;

And we are ev'ry hour befet

With threat'nings of arreft,

And, till we pay the debt, we can expe<5l no rell.

7-

What may this forrow-fhaken life prefent.

To the falfe relifli of our tafte.

That's worth the name of fweet ?

Her minute's pleafure's choak'd with difcontent,

Her glory foil'd with ev'ry blaft ;

How many dangers meet

Poor man between the biggin f and the winding-fheet

!

* Harmlefs'y i, e. indemnifying. t Biggin', u e, the infant's firft

drefs.
*

S, AU-
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S. AUGUST.
In the worlds not to be grieved, not to be affli£led, not

to be in danger, is impojfitic.

Ibidem,

Behold, the world isfall of trouble, yet beloved : what
if it were a pleafmg luorld? how would]} thou delight in

her calms, thai canjlJo well endure herjldmn ?

EPIG. 3.

Art thou confame'd with foul-affli£ling crofles?

J^ifturb'd with grief? annoy'd with worldly lofles?

Hold up thy head : the taper, lifted high.

Will brook the wind ; when lower tapers die*

[^•8] Y Mat.
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M AT T HEW ix. 12.

The whole need nst the phyjician,

I.

ALways pruning, always cropping ?

Is her brightnefs ftill obfcure*d ?

tver dreffing, ever topping ?

Always curing, never cure'd ?

Too much fnuffing makes a waftej

When the fpirits fpend too faft.

They will (hrink at ev'ry blaft.

2.

You that always are beftowing

Coftly pains in life repairing,

Are but always overthrowing

Nature's work by over-caring :

Nature, meeting v/ith her fbfj

In a work fhe hath to do.

Takes a pride to overthrow.

3-

Nature knows her own perfef^ion.

And her pride diTdains a tutor j

Cannot (loop to art's corredion.

And fhe fcorns a co-adjutor.

Saucy art fhould not appear.

Till fhe whifper in her ear ;

Hagar flees, if Sarah bear.

4-

Nature worketh for the better.

If not hinder'd that flie cannot j

Art {lands by as her abetter,

Ending nothing ihe began not

;

If diftemper chance to feize

(Nature foil'd with the difeafe),

Art may help her if {he pleafe. But



Curartdo labafcit

.

yA^ F/^ntf A' trrmrmttff ftirn.y nit>rr /'ritf/if iittd /ii.vf,

Jiitt f/t/ri tri/n/ntnifnmA'cv fAe Taper /t'n.ffe .
^
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5;
B\it to make a trade of trying

Drugs and dofes, always pruning,

is to die for fear of dying ;

He*s untune'd, that's alw^ays tuning.

He that often loves to lack

Dear-bought drugs, hath found a knack

To foil the man, and feed the quack.

6.
*

O the fad, the frail condition

Of the pride of nature's glory !

How infirm his compofition,

And, at befl, how tranfitory !

When this riot doth impair

Nature's weaknefs, then his care

Adds more ruin by repair,

7-

Hold thy hand, health's dear maintainer.

Life:, perchance, may burn the ftronger :

Having fubilanee to fuftain her.

She, untouch'd, may laft the longer:

When the artift goes about

To redreio hir tlame, I doubt,

Qfientimes he fnuffs it out.

Y 2 NI-



256 HIEROGLYPHIC IV.

N I C O C L E S.

Phyjicians, of all msn^ are mojl hr4ppy ; what goodfii-c-

cpfs fccvcr they have^ the zvorld prccltiiNieih
-, and u hat

faults they commit^ t}>c earth cavercth.

E P I G. 4.

My purfe being heavy, if my light appear

But dim, quack comes tD make all clear

;

Quack, leave thy trade j thy dealings are not right^

Thou take'il our weighty gold to give u$ light.

P S A MVI





Te axixiliaixte , refur^o .

ThcJCuuhs- H'itJt ttl/ thezf'Breiith mqv I'li'ti', i/i rai/t

,

/''f>y fy f/iv /ifl/i /am revu'd fu/am .
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Psalm xci. ir.

And he will give his angels charge over thee,

I.

OHOW mine eyes could pleafe themfelves, and'

Perpetual ages in this precious fight ! [fpeod-

How I could woo eternity, to lend

Mv wafting day, an antidote for night !

And how my fleih could with my flefh contend.

That views this object with no more delight I

My work is great, my taper fpends too. faft :

*Tis all I have, and foon would out or wafte.

Did not this blelied fcreen protect it from this blalK

O, I have loft the jewel ©f my foul.

And I muft find it out, or I muft die

:

Alas ! my fin-maoe darknefs doth controul

The bright endeavor of my careful eye:

I muft go fearch and ranfack cvVy hole ;

Nor have i ot'.ier light to fcek' it by :

O if this light be fpcnt, my work not done,

Aly labor's v/or!'c Uviri loft ; my jcv/cl's gone,.

Aiid I am quite forlorn, :,nd I am quite undor.c.

You blcfied angtls, yoil that do enjoy.

The full. fruition of eternal glory.

Will you be pleas'd.to fanfv fuch a toy

As man, aiid quit your glorious territory,.

And ftoop to earth, vouchfafing to employ
Your care to guard the duft that lies before yef

Difdain you not thcfe lumps of dying c'ay,

7^hat for your pains do oftentimes repay

Neg1e6>, if nut difdain, and fend yau g^riev'd away?'
Y X Thito
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.

^•

Thrs taper of our lives, that once was place'd
In the fair fubuibs of eternity,

Is now, alas ! confTne'd to ev'ry blafl",

And turn*^d a maypole for the fporting fly
5

And will you, facrcd fpirits, pleafe to caft

Your care on us, and lend a gracious eye ?

How had this ilender inch of taper been
Blafled and blaze'd, had not this heav'nly fcreen

Curb'd the proud blaft,. and timely fleppM between T

5^

O goodnefs, far tranfcending the report

Of lavifh tongues I too vaft to comprehend !

Amazing quill,, how far doft thou come fliort

T' exprefs expreflions that fo far tranfcend !

You bleffed courtiers of th* eternal court,

Whofe full-mouth'd hallelujahs have no end.

Receive that world of praifes that belongs

To your great Sovereign
; fill your holy tongues

With our hofanna's mix'd with your feraphic fongs.

S. BERN
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S. BERN.
If thou defireft the help of angels^ fy the comforts of

the worlds and refift the temptations of the devil.

He will give his angels charge ever thee. ivhat

reverence^ zihat Icve, zvhat confidence, deferveth Jo fw.egt

aja-png ! For their prefence, reverence
\ for their good-

will, love 3 fr their tuition^ confidence

»

EPIG. 5.

My flame, art tbou difturbM, difeas'd, and driv'n

To death with ftorms of grief? point thou to heav'n ::

One angel there (hall eafe thee moic alone.

Than tlific^ as many thoufands of thy own.

ECCL£-
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ECCLESIASTES iil. I.

To every thing there is an appointed time,

I.

Time. Death.
7"/V,^^.T)Ehold the frailty of this flender fnufF;

J^ Alas ! it hath not long to laft

;

Without the help of either thief or puff,

Her weaknefs knows the way to wafte :

Nature hath made her fubftance apt enough

To fpend itfelf, and fpend too fall :

It needs the help of none.

That is fo prone

To hvlfh out untouch'd, and languifh all alone.

2.

Death. Time,hold thypeace,and Ciakethyno?/-pace*d

Thine idle minutes make no way : [fand j

Thy glafs exceeds her hour, or clfc doth (land
;

I cannot hold, i cannot ftay.

Surceafe* thy pleading, and enlarge my hand j.

1 lurfeit with too long delay :

This briik, this bold-facc'd light

Doth burn too bright;

D-.irknefs adorns my throne, my day is darkeft night.

3-

Time, Great prince ofdarknefs, hold thy'ncedlefs hand
;

Thy- captive's fal^, and cannot flee :

What arm. can refcue; who can countermand?

What pow'r can fet thy prisoner \xqq ?

Or if they could, what clofe, what foreign land

Can hide that head that fiees from thee ?

if Surc€aje\ i, e. forbear,

g-Ut
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Hut if her harmlefs h'ght

OfFend thy fight, fat night?

What need 'ft thou fnatch at noon^what will be thine

4-

Death. I have outftay'd my patience; my quick trade

Grows dull, and makes too flow return

:

This long-liv'd debt is due, and fhould been paid

When firft her flame began to burn :

But I have ftay'd too long, I have delay'd

To ftore my vaft, my craving urn.

My patent gives me pow'r

Each day, each hour, [towV.

To ftrike the peafant's thatch, and {hake the princely

5-

Time. Thou count'ft too faft : thy patent gives no pow'r
Till Time fhall pleafe to fay, Amen, [hour ?

Death, Canft thou appoint myfhaft ? Time. Or thou my
Death, 'Tis I bid, do. Time. 'Tis I bid, when

;

Alas I thou canft not make the pooreft flow'r

To hang the drooping head till then :

Thv (hafts can neither kill.

Nor ftrike, until ["will.

My pow'r gives them wings, and pleafure arms thy

S.AU.
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S. AUGUST.
Tbeu linowejl not what time he tvill come : watt at"

waySy that, becaufe thou knoweji not the tirn^ of his comtngy.

thou mayeji be prepared againji the time he cometh. And
for this, perchunce^ thou knoiveft not the tirne^ becaufe thou,

mayeji be prepared againji all times.

EPIG. 6.

Expe£V, but fear not death : death cannot kill.

Till time (that firft mufl feal her patent) will

:

Wouldft thou live long ? keep time in high efteem^-.

Whom gone, if thou canit not recall, redeem,

Job





JSlercrg. j

^ec JSne.ixecTectuii.

Jl^r H^tA Thee, ru^r H^fhfJit-Thee , is she flight
,

^or fny fierce Rav^ p^ut out hej'/eeMe Xiti/ht .
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Job xviii. 6.

His light Jhall be dark, and his candle /ball be put otiU

I.WHAT ails our taper ? is her luftre fled.

Or foil'd ? What dire difafler bred

This change, that thus fhe veils her golden head^

2.

It was but very now fhe fhine'd as fair

As Venus' ftar ; her glory might compare
With Cynthia, burnifh'd with her brother's hair.

3-

There was no cave-begotten dartip that mought
Abufe her beams ; no wind that went about

To break her peace j no pufF to put her out.

4-

Lift up thy wond'ring thoughts, and thou (halt fpy

A caafe will clear thy doubts, but cloud thine eye ;

Subjects muft veil, whenas their fov'reign's by.

Canft thou beholtl bright Phoebus, and thy figlH

No whit impaif'd r the obje6l is too bright

;

The weaker yields unto the ftronger lights

6.

Xrreat God, I am thy taper, thou my fun ;

From thee, the Tpring of light, my light begun j

Yet if thy light but £hine, my light is done.

.
7-

If thou Withdraw thy light, my light wJl fhine ;

If thine appear, how poor a light is mine !

My light is darknefs, if compare'd to thine.

2 Thy
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8.

Thy fun-beams are too (Irong for my weak eye :

If "thou but fhine, how nothing. Lord, am I

!

Ah ! who .can fee thy vifage, and not die !

9-

If intervening earth (hould make a nigh't.

My Wanton flame would then fhine forth too bright

;

My earth would ev'n prefume t' eclipfe thy light.

10.

And if thy light be fhadow'd, and mine fade.

If thine be dark, and my dark light decay'd,

I fhould be cloathed with a double Ihade.

II.

What (hall I do ? O what (hall I defire ?

What help can my diftra6led thoughts require.

That thus am wafted 'twixt a double fire ?

12.

In what a ftrait, in what a ftralt am I I

*Twixt two extremes, how my rack'd fortunes lie ?

See I thy face, or fee it not, 1 die.

13-

O let the fleams of my Redeemer's blood.

That breathes from my fick foul, be made a cloud,

To interpofe thefe lights, and be my fhroud.

14.

Lord, what am I ! or what's the light I have

!

May it but light my afhes to their grave,

And fo from thence to thee j 'tis all 1 crave,

O make my light, that all the world may fee

Thy glory by 't : if not, it feems to n.e

Honor enough to be put out by thee.

light
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O light inaccej[fible^ in refpeSf of which my light is

'titter darknefs ; fo reji^Si uton my weakmjs^ that all

the world may behold thy ftrrngth J O m^je/iy incompre^

henfihle^ in rejheSl cf luhich^ my glory is mere foame :

fo Jhine upon ?ny mifery, that all the world may behold thy

'glory!

EPIG. 7/

Wilt thou eompjain, becaufe thou -art bereav'n

Of all thy light t wilt thou vie lights lu'iih heav*n ?

Can thy bright eye not brook the daily light ?

Take heed : I fear, thou art a child of night.

Mat
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Mat THE v/ V. i6.

Let ycur lightfo Jljine^ that fnen^ feeing your good works

^

may glorify your Father which is in heaven,

I.

WAS it for this, the breath of heav'n was blown
Into the noftrils of this heav'nly creature ?

Was it for this, that facred Three in One
Confpire'd to make this quintefTence of nature ?

Did heav'nly Providence intend

So rare a fabric far fo poor an end ?

2.

Was man, the highcd mal^er-piece of nature.

The curious abftracl of the whole creation,

Whofe foul was copy'd from his great Creator,

'

Made to give light, and fer. for obfervation,

Ordain'd for this ? to fpend his light

In a dark, lantern, cloifler'd up in night f

3-

Tell mc, reclufc monadic, can it be

A difadvantage to thy beams to (hine ?

h thoijfand tapers may gain light fi;jm thee •

Is thy light lefs or worfe for lighi'ning mine ?

If wanting light, I ftun-.ble, {h?ll

Thy darknefs not be guilt/ of my fall I

4.

Why doft thou lurk fo clofe ? Is it for fear

Some bufy eye fhould pry into thy flame.

And fpy a thief, or elie fonne blemi{l:j there ?

Or, being fpy'd, fhrink'ft thou thy head for fliame?

Come, come, fond taper, fhint but clear,

Thou, need'il nut Ihrink for fname, lior fhroud for fear.

Remem-
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Remember, O remember, thou wert fet

For men to fee the grcit Creator by \

Thy flame is not thine own ; it is a debt

Thou ovv'fl thy Mafter. And wilt thou deny
To pay the int'reft of thy light ?

And (kulk in corners, and play leaft in fight ?

6.

Art thou afraid to truft thy eafy flame

To the injurious wafte of fortune's pufF?

Ah ! coward, roufe, and quit thyfelf for fliame :

Who dies in fervice, hath liv'd long enough :

Who fhines, and makes no eye partaker,

Ufurps himfelf, and clofely robs his Maker.

7-

Make not thyfelf a pris'ner, that art free

:

Why dof^ thou turn thy palace to a jail ?

Thou art an eagle : and befits it thee

To live immured like a cloyfter'd fnail ?

Let toys feek corners ; things of coft

Gain worth by view : hid jewels are but loft.

8.

My God, my light is dark enough at lightefl,

Increafe her flame, and give her ftrength to fliine :

*Tis frail at beft ; 'tis dim enough at brighteft j

But 'tis his * glory to be foil'd by thine :

Let others lurk : my light fhall be

Proposed to all men ; and by them to thee.

* His ; read its.

Z 2 S. BERN.
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S. BERN.
If thou he one of thefooUJJ) virgins^ the congregation is

necfjfaryfor thee ; if thou be one of the wife virgins^ thoti

art neceffaryfr the angregation, -

HUGO.
make do

God they

ward man t

Monafics make cloyfiers to inclofe the outward man :

O would to God they would do the like to reflrain the in-

EPIG. 8.

Afraid of eyes ? what, ftill play leaft in fight ?

'Tis much to be prefume'd all is not right

:

Too clofe endeavors bring forth dark events :

Come forth, monaftic ^ here's no parliaments.

Job
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Job xiv. 2.

He Comethforth like aflower^ end is cut dozvn,

I.

Behold

How fhort a fpan

Was long enough of old

To meafure out the life of man ;

In thofe well-temper'd days ! his time was then

Survey'd, caft up^ ar^d found but threefcore years and

[ten.

2.

Jl^sf

And what is that f

They come, and Aide, and pafs,

Before my pen can tell thee what.

The pods of time are fwift, which having run

Their fev'n fhort ftages o'er, their fhort-liv'd tafk is

[doiie,

Our days

Begun we lend

To fleep, to antic plays

And toys, until the hrll ftage enJ :

Twelve waning moons, twice five times told, we gi ve

To unrecover'd lofs : we rather breathe than live.

Jfe fpcnd

A ttw years breath

Before we apprehend
What *tis to live, or fear a death :

Our child ilh dreams are fill'd with painted joys, -

Which pleafe our {zi\{^ awhile, and, waking, prove but

J

[tovs.

Z y Hovj
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5-

How vain.

How wretched, is

Poor man, that doth remain

A flave to fuch a ftate as this !

His days are (hort, at loiigeft ; few, at mod :

They are but bad, at bed j
yet lavifli'd out, or loft.

6.

rj?ey he

The fccrct fprings

That make our mjnutes flee

On wheels more fwift than eagles' wings :

Our life's a clock, and ev'ry gafp of breath

Breathes forth a warning grief, till Time fiiall ftrike

[a death.

7
linv fhon

Our r.ew-Korn light
^

Attains to full-age'd noon !

And this, how Toon to grey-hair'd night ^

We fpring, we bud, we blofiom, and we bjafl.

Ere we can count our days, our day's they Hee fo faft.

*T}jcy end

When Icurce begun ;

And, ere We apprehend

That we begin to \\\^^ our life is done :

Man, count thy days ; and, if they fly too ^3i^

For thy dull thoughts to count, countcv'ryday the iaft.

Our
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Our infancy is conjwncd in eating and Jleeping ; In

all which time^ whet differ wefrom heafls^ but by a pof-

ftbility of reafin^ and a KeceJJity cffin I

O ?nfery cf mankind, in whom no fooner the image of
God appeareth in the a£i of his reafcny but the devil

blurs it in the corruption of his luill f

EPIG. 9,

To the decrepit ?nan.

Thus was the fevcntji part of thy few days-

ConfumcM in grief, in food, in toyi/h plays :

Know'ft thou what tears thine eyes imparted then ?

Review thy lofs, and weep them o'er again.

Jo.
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Jo B XX, II.

His bones arefull of theJin of his youth*

I.

THE fwift-wlng'd poft of Time hath now begun
His fecond ftage

;

The dawning of our age

Is loft and fpent without a fun

;

The light of reafon did not yet appear

Within th' horizon of this hemifphere,

2.

The infant Will had yet no other guide

But twilight fenfe ;

And what is gain'd from thence.

But doubtful fteps that tread afide !

Reafon now draws her curtains ; her clos'd eyes

Begin to open, and fhe calls to rife.

3-

Youth's now difclofing buds peep out, and (hew
Her April head

;

And, from her grafs-green bed.

Her virgin primrofe early blows
;

Whilft waking Philomel prepares to fing

Her warbling fonnets to the wanton fpring.

4-

His ftage is pleafant, and the way feems (hort.

All ftrew'd with flow'rs ;

The days appear but hours.

Being fpent in time-beguiling fport.

Her griers do neither prefs, nor doubts perplex;

Here's neither fear to curb, nor care to vex.

His
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5-

His downy cheeks grow proud, and now difdains

The tutor's hand ;

He glories to command
The proud neck'd fteed u 1th prouder reins :

The ftrong- breath 'd horn muft now falute his ear

With the glad downfall of trie falling deer.

6.

His quick -nofeM army, with their deep-mouth'd
Muft now prepare [founds.

To chafe the tim'rous hare.

About his yet unmortgage'd grounds

;

The ill he hates, is counlel and delay
j

And fears no mifchief but a rainy day«

7-

The thought he takes, is how to take no thought
For bale* nor blifs ;

And late repentance is

The laft dear penVorth that he bought

:

He is a dainty morning; and he may.
If luft o'ercaft him not, be' as fair a day.

8.

Proud bloflbm, ufe thy time : Time's headftrong horfe
Will poft away.

Truft not the foU'wing day.

For ev'ry day brings forth a worfe :

Take time at beft : believe 't, thy days will fall

From good to bad, from bad to worft of all.

* Bale-, i. e. mifery,

S. AM.
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S. A M B R O S.

Humility is a rare thing in a young man^ therefore to

he admired : when youth is vigorous^ when Jirength is

firm^ when blood is hot^ when cares are Jirangers, when
mirth is free, then pride fwellethy and humility is de^

E P I G. 10,

To the old man*

Thy years are newly grey, his newly green f

His youth may live to fee what thine hath feen

He is thy parallel : his prefent ftagc

And thine are the two tropics of man's age»

E CCL E-
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ECCLESIASTES x'u Q.

Rejoice^ young man^ and let thy heart chmr thee^

hut knoWy &c.

HOW flux *, how alterable, is the date

Of tranfitory things !

How hurry'd on the clipping f wings
Of Time, and driv'n upon the wheels of Fate I

How one condition brings

The leading prologue to another ftate !

No tranfitory things can laft :

Change waits on Time, and Time is vving'd with haflc^

Time prefent's but the ruin of Time paft.

2.

Behold how change hath inch'd away thy fpan ;

And how thy light doth burn
Nearer and nearer to thine urn !

For this dear waf^e, what fatiifaction can
Injurious Time return

Thy fhorten'd days, but this, the fly.le of man ?

And what's a man f A cafk of care.

New tunn'd and working : he's a mJddle flair

' Twixt birth and death > a blaft of full-age'd air.

3.

His breaft is tinder, apt to entertain

The fparks ot Cupid's fire,

Whofe new-blown flames mufl now inquire

A wanton julep cut, which may reftrain

The rage of his deflre,

Whofe painful pleafure is but pleaflng pain :

• Fliix\ i. e. flitting. f Crffrng^ i. e, fwift-fiylng.

2 His
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His life's a ficknefs, that doth rife

From a hot liver, whilft his pafTion lies

Expedting cordials from his miftrefs' eyes.
«

4-

^Its^age is flrew'd with thorns, and deckM with

His year fometimes appears [flow'rs ;

A minute; and his minutes^,^yeiirs :

His doubtful weather's funfliine mix'd with fhow'rs}

His traffick, hopes and fears ;

His life's a medley, made of fweets and fours ;

His pains reward his fmiles and pouts

;

His diet is fair language mixM with flouts ;

He is a nothing, ail compos'd of doubts,

5- _

Do, wade thine inch, proud fpan of living earth,

Confume thy golden days

In flavilli freedom ; let thy ways
Take beft advantage of thy frolick mirth

;

Thy ftock of time decays,

And lavifh plenty ftill fore-runs a dearth :

The bird that's flown may turn at iafl:

;

And painful labor may repair a wafte.

But pains nor price can call my minutes pad.

S E N.
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SEN.
ExpeSI great joy when thou Jhalt lay down the mind

of a child, and deferve the J}yie of a -wife man ; for at

thofe years childhood is paji^ but oftentimes childijhnefs

remaineth ; and, what is worfe, thou hafi the authority of
a man, hut the voice of a child.

EPIG. jr.

*ro the declining man.

Why ftand'ft thou difcontented ? Is not he

As equal-diflant from the top as thee ?

What then may caufe thy difcontenced frown ?

He's mounting up the hill ; thou plodding down.

[N'SJ A a DiUT.
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Deuteronomy xxxiii. 25.

Js thy days, fo Jhall ihyjlrengih be.

The poft

Of fwift-foot time

Hath now at length begun
The kalends of our middle ftage :

The numbered ftcps that vvc have gone, do fhow
The number of thofe fteps we are to go

:

The buds and blofToms of our age

Are blown, decay'd, and gone.

And all our prime

Is loft :

And what wc boaft too much, we have leaft caufe to

[boaft.

Ah me!
There is no reft :

Our time is always fleeing.

What rein can curb our headftrong hours ? -

They poft away : they pafs we know not how

:

Our Now is gone, before we can fay now

:

Time paft and future's none of ours :

That hath as vet no being ;

And this hath ceas'd

To be :

What is, is only ours : how fhort a time have we I

And
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And now
Apollo's ear

Expetf^s harmonious flrains.

New minted from the Thracian lyre;

For now the virtue of the twi-fork'd hill

Infpires the rav ifh'd fancy, and doth fill

The veins with Pegafean fire

:

And now thofe fteril brains.

That cannot fhow
Nor bear

5ome fruits, fhall never wear Apollo's facred bow.

Excefs

And furfeit ufes

To wait upon ihefe days

;

Full feed and flowing cups of wine
Conjure the fancy, forcing up a fp'rit

Bv the bafe mas'ic of debauch'd deiii^ht 1

Ah ' pity, twice-born Bicchus' vine

Should it.irve Apollo'b bays,

And drown tliofe mufes
That blefs

And calm the peaceful foul, v/hen ftorms of care op-

[prefs.

Strong light,

Boaft not thofe beams
That can but only rife

And blaze a while, and then away :

There is no folftice in thy day^
Thy midnight glory lies

Betwixt th'extrenaes

Of night,

A glory foii'd * with ihame, and fooVd with falfe

rdeliirht.
• Scii'Ji j. r. fullicd,

A a 2 Ha



a8o HIEROGLYPHIC XIT.

Haft thou climbed up to the full age of thy few
days ? Look backwards^ and thou Jhalt fee the frailty

of thy youth, the folly of thy childhood, and the wafie

of thy infancy : look forwards^ thou Jhalt fee the cares of
the worlds the troubles of thy mind, the dijeafes of thy

body*

EPlG. 12.

1*0 the middle-aged*

Thou that art prancing on the lufty noon
or thy fulJ ag^, boaft not thyfelf too foon J

Convert that breath to wail thy fickle ftate \

Take hed^ thoul'c brag too feoD| Qt boail too hX»i.

John



HIEROGLYPHIC XIH. 281

John iii. 30.

He mujl increafe^ hut I mujl decreafe,

'"P^IME voids* the table, dinner's don€ ;

X And nov/ our day's declining fun

Hath hurry'd his diurnal load

To th' borders of the weftern road
;

Fierce Phlegon, with his fellaw-fteeds.

Now pufFd and pants^ and blows and bleeds.

And froths and fumes, rememb'ring flill

Their lafhes up th' Olympic hill,

Which having conquer'd, now difdaJji^

The whip, and champ tlie frotliy rein.

And with a full career they bend

Their paces to their journey's end :

Our blazing taper now hath lolt

Her better half j nature hath croft

Her forenoon book, and clear'd that fcore,.

But fcarce gives trull for fo much nioie :

And now the gen*ious Tap fcrfakes

Her feir-o^Vown tv/i^: a breath cv'n (hakes

The down ripe fruit ; fruit foon divorced

From her dear branch, untouch'd, unforce'd.

Now fanguine Venus doth begin

To draw her winton colours in^

And flees neglected in difgrace,

Wbilft Mars fupplies her lukewarm place:

Blood turns to choler : what this age

Lofes in flreimth, it iinds in ra2:e :

That rich enamel, which, o{ old,

Daraafk'd the downy cheek, and told

• yt\dz\ i. c. clears off.

A a 3 A liinn*.
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A harmlefs guilt, unafk'd, is now
Worn ofF from the audacious brow ;

Luxurious dalliance, midnight revels,

Loofe riot, and thofe venial evils

Which inconfid'rate youth of late

Could plead, now want an advocate

:

And what appear'd in former times

Whifp'ring as faults, now roar as crimes j:

And now all ye, whofe lips were wont
To drench their coral in the font

Of fork'd ParnafTus
;
you that be

The fons of Phccbus, and can flee

On wings of fancy, to difplay

The flag of high invention y flay,

Repofe your quills ; your veins grow four,.

Tempt not your fait beyond her powV^
If vour pallM fancies but decline,

Cenfure will lirike at ev'ry line,

And wound your names ; the popular ear

Weighs what you are, not what you were :

Thus, hackney-like, we tire our age,

Spur gal I'd with change from flage to ftagc.

S^^^
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S>eefl thou the daily light of the greater tvcrldf

when atta'-ned to the high'ejl pitch of meridian glory^

it flayeth net ; but by the fame degrees it afcended, it

defcendeth. And is the light of the leffer world more

permanent ? Continuance is the child of eternity, not of
time.

EPIG. 13.

Jfo^ the young man.

Young Hisn, rejoice ; and let thy rifing days

Chear thy glad heart : think'ft thcu thefe uphill way:
Lead to death's dungeon ? No ; but know withalj

A riring'j^ but a prologue to a hll.

JoHK
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John xii. 35.

Yet a little while is the light with you,

I.

THE day grows old, the low-pitch'd lamphath
No lefs than treble fliade, [made

And the defcending damp doth now prepare

T' uncurl bright Titan's hair
;

Whofe weftern wardrobe now begins t' unfold

Her purples, fringe'd with gold.

To cloath his ev*ntng glory, when th' alarms

Of reft ihall call to reft in reftlefs Thetis' arms^

2.

Nature now calls to fupper, to refrefL

The fpirits of all flefli

;

The toiling plowman drives his thirfty teams,

To tafte the Hipp'ry dreams :

The droiling * fwineherd knocks away, and feaft5>

His hungry v/hining guefts :

The box-bill ouzel f, and the dappled thrufti.

Like hungry rivals, meet at their beloved bu(h..

3-

And now the cold autumnal dews are feen

To cobweb ev'ry green ;

Ai^d by the low-ftiorn rowens :|; doth appear

The faft declining year:

The faplefs branches dofF§ their fummer fuits,^

And wain their v/inter fruits
;

And ftormy blafts have force*d the quaking trees

To wrap their trembkng limbs in fuits of mofly freezci

* Droiling
'f

i. e. drudging. f Ouzel] i. e, blackbird,.

J Rtwem i i. e, (hoit lalter-grafe, § ^'j^j i*^* call off,

a Our
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4-

Our wafted taper now hath brought her light

To the next door to-night

;

Her fprightlefs flame, grown great with fnuff, doth

Sad as her neighb'ring urn : [turn

Her flender inch, that yet unfpent remains.

Lights but to further pains
;

And, in a fiknt language, bids her gueft

Prepare his weary limbs to take eternal reft.

5-

Now careful age hath pitch'd her p^mful plow
Upon the furrow*d brow ;

And fnowy blafts of difcontented Oare

Have blanch'd the falling hair

:

Sufpicious envy, mixM with jealoug fpite,

Difturbi his weary night j

He threatens youth with age ) and now, alai [

Hs owns not what he is, but vaunti the ratan he wait

6.

Grey hairs,, perufe thy days j and let thy paft

Read lectures to thy laft

:

Thofe hafty wings, that hurry'd them away,
Will give theie days no day :

The conftant wheels of nature fcorn to tire

Until her works expire :

That blaft that nipt thy youth, will ruin thee
5

That hand that fhook the branch, will quickly ftrikc

[the tree.

S. CHRYS.
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S. CHR YS.

Grey -kairs are honourable, when the behaviour futts

with grey hairs : but when an antient man hath childijh

manners, he becometh more ridiiulous than a child,

SEN.
Thou art in vain attained to old years^ that repeateji.

ihj yeuthfulnefs.

EPIG. 14.

To the youth,

Sceft thou this good old man ? He reprefents

Thy future, thou his preterperfcdt tenfe

:

Thou go*ft to labours, he prepares to reft

:

Thou break'ft thy faft, he fuprj now which is beft ?

Psalm
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Psalm xc. 10.

The days of our years are threefcore years and ten*

I.

SO haw I Teen th' Illuftrious prince of light

Rtfing in glory from his crocean * bed.

And, trampling down the horrid (hades of night.

Advancing more and more his conquering head j

Paufe firft, decline, at length begin to fhroud

His fainting brows within a coal-black, cloud.

2.

So have I feen a well-built caftle ftand

Upon the tip-toes of a lofty hill,

Whofe a<5live powV commands both fea and land.

And curbs the pride of the beleag'rers' will

:

At length her ageM foundation fails her truft.

And lays her tott'ring ruins in the duft.

3-

So have I feen the blazing taper {hoot

Her golden head into the feeble air ;

Whofe {hadow-gilding ray, fpread round about.

Makes the foul face of black-brow'd darknefs fair

;

Till at the length her wafting glory fades.

And leaves the night to her iavet'rate (hades,

4-

Ev'n fo this little world of living clay,

•The pride of nature, glorify'd by art.

Whom earth adores, and all her hofts obey,

AllyM to heav'n by his diviner part.

Triumphs a while, then droops, and then decays ;

And, worn by age, death cancels all his days,

* Crocean \ i. e. faffron -colour.

That
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That glorious fun, that whilom * (hone fo bright.

Is now ev*n ravifh'd from our darken'd eyes :

That fturdy caftle, mann'd with fo much might.

Lies now a monument of her own difguife :

That blazing taper, that difdainM the pufF

Of troubled air, fcarce owns the name of fnufF.

6.

Poor bedrid man ! where is that glory now.
Thy youth fo vaunted ? where that majefly

Which fat enthrone'd upon thy manly brow ?

Where, where that braving arm ? that daring eye ?

Thofe buxom tunes ? thofe Bacchanalian tones ?

Thofe fwelling veins ? thofe marrow-flaming bones?

7-

Thy drooping glory's blurr'd, and proftrate lies,

Grov'ling in duft ; and frightful horror, now.
Sharpens the glances of thy galhful eyes

;

Whilft fear perplexes thy diftra<Sled brow

:

Thy panting breaft vents all her breath by groans.

And death enerves f thy marrow-wailed bones.

8.

Thus man that's born of woman can remain

But a fhort time : his days are full of forrow;

His life's a penance, and his death's a pain j

Springs like a flow'r to-day, and fades to-morrow I

His breath's a bubble, and his day's a fpan j

'Tis glorious mis'ry to be born a man I

* JVbilom } i. e. hcretoforct + Enerves j I, e. enervates.

C Y P R.
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C Y P R.

JP'hcn eyes are d'lm^ ears d-:af^ vifage paL\ teeth de-

-'j-ed^ fk'm decayed^ breath fainted^ pipes furred^ knees

trembling, handsfumbling^ feetfailing -^ thefudden down-
fall of thy honje is near at /\ ;; /.

S. A U vj^ L .-) T.

All 'Tjices wax eld by age : ccvetoufnefs alone groweth

u?ig.

£PIG. 15.

To the infant.

What he doth fpenJ in groans, thou fpend'il in tears

Judgment and ftren;5th's alike in both your years

;

He's hc-lplefs ; lb art thou j what d ifr Yen c&- then ?

U^'. ,., r~':A i^^hnu; thou, a young old man.

Ilnd of the HIEROGLYPHICS.

[N- 9]
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263. 1, 3d from the bottom, for ivlll, r. -JoVl
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